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from  the 

A  LOVE  AFFAIR 

For  some  time  we  have  been  quite  smug  in  adopting  the  popular  notion  that 
"love  is  all  you  need."  This  theory  supported  by  such  apostles  of  love  as 
The  Beatles,  and  other  such  groups  has  gained  widespread  acceptance.  But 
is  such  a  free-floating  brand  of  "love"  all  we  really  need?  Is  it,  or  can  it  be  a 
real  solution  to  our  problems?  Or  is  it  even  connected  with  reality? 

"Who  hates,  hates  God;  who  loves,  becomes 
Therein  to  Him  allied: 
All  sweet  accords  of  hearts  and  homes 
In  Him  are  multiplied." 
The  end  of  all  learning  is  to  know  God,  and  out  of  that  knowledge  to  love 
and  imitate  Him.  Godly  love  flows  from  God  to  man  to  neighbour  and  back  to 
God.  Religion  is  still  bright  with  promise  because  it  offers  a  connective  that 
leads  back  to  people  and  on  to  the  infinite. 

If  you  are  following  me,  this  is  bringing  us  to  the  theme  of  this  issue  of  the 
Field  at  Home  -  Vocations. 

"The  anatomy  of  a  Vocation  must  be  seen  in  the  light  of  our  whole 
relationship  with  God,  as  part  of  the  drama  of  human  holiness.  And  human 
holiness  itself,  must  not  be  narrowly  understood,  but  must  embrace  the 
whole  vast  spectrum  of  possibilities  in  human  life.  By  the  counsels,  God 
opens  up  a  whole  new  area,  where  human  freedom  can  be  exercised,  but  He 
leaves  open  as  well  innumerable  other  areas.  The  root  reality  of  any  vocation 
is  that  friendship  with  God  which  is  the  backbone  of  the  Christian  faith. 
A  vocation  is  the  deepening  and  development  of  this  friendship,  the  fruit  at 
once  a  genuine  divine  inspiration  and  our  own  genuine  free  choice.  The 
implications  of  vocation  are  broad  and  varied  and  must  be  seen  against  the 
background  of  human  life  as  a  whole  and  in  the  light  of  a  sound  view  of 
holiness  itself. 

"A  religious  institution  is  a  human  thing  and  is  only  of  relative  importance 
in  the  total  religious  commitments  of  its  members." 

(Father  Clifford  Stevens,  Review  for  Religious,  Vol.  34-1) 
That  voice  calling  you  to  the  mission  field  may  not  sound  again.  Let  your 
answer  be  that  of  our  Blessed  Mother: 

"Behold  the  handmaid  of  the  Lord." 

(St.  Luke  1,  38) 
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H£oat 


of  arms 


Romance,  legend  and  history  linger 
entwined  around  a  coat  of  arms.  It's 
quarters  are  brimful  of  the  past  and  its 
motto  like  a  voice  calling  to  the  future. 
Heraldry  has  deciphered  those  armorial 
ensigns  carved  on  the  moss-covered 
walls  of  crumbling  castles  and  half- 
obliterated  monasteries,  on  the  oaken 
panels  of  baronial  halls  and  chapter 
houses,  or  woven  into  the  silk  of  tattered 
flags  and  century-old  standards.  They 
are  the  history  of  Europe  on  parade. 

The  history  of  the  coat  of  arms  goes 
back  to  the  middle  ages,  to  those  days 
of  chivalry  when  bold  and  valiant 
knights  were  carving  out  with  their 
swords  the  map  of  modern  Europe.  Out- 
standing warriors  had  then  the  custom 
of  engraving  on  their  shield,  helmet  and 
breastplate  certain  heraldic  bearings, 
underlining  them  with  a  motto.  The 
symbolic  signs  and  motto  revealed  the 
history  and  character  of  their  exploits. 
Handed  down  from  generation  to  gen- 
eration these  armorial  bearings  became 
the  escutcheon  of  the  family.  To  live  up 
to  its  noble  and  inspiring  motto  was  an 
obligation  of  honour. 
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This  heraldic  language  has  continued 
to  hold  sway  in  the  Church  of  God.  In 
the  Church  militant  the  Popes,  Bishops 
and  Founders  of  Religious  Institutes, 
like  the  warriors  of  old,  have  left  in  this 
cryptic  form  to  their  disciplines  and 
followers  the  epitome  of  their  life  work 
and  the  ideals  which  inspired  it.  The 
motto  that  explains  and  enhances  their 
coat  of  arms  serves  as  a  war  cry  to  rally 
their  sons  and  daughters  around  the 
banner  they  unfurled.  So,  the  escutcheon 
of  a  Religious  Order  carries  to  its  mem- 
bers and  to  outsiders  a  message  which 
tells  the  object  of  its  mission  in  the 
Church  and  the  inspiration  that 
prompted  and  carried  it.  This  brings  us 
to  explain  the  meaning  of  the  coat  of 
arms  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

The  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
is  essentially  a  missionary  Society.  As 
missionaries,  ever  mindful  of  the  com- 
mand of  the  Master  "to  go  into  the  whole 
world  and  preach  the  gospel  to  every 
creature"  (Mark  XVI,  15),  the  Sisters 
should  be  world-embracing  in  their 
vision  and  sympathy.  The  terrestrial 
globe  that  figures  in  the  lower  part  of 
their  coat  of  arms  is  a  reminder  of  this 
field  of  Catholic  apostolate  -  "which  is 
the  world."  Yet  the  faint  outline  of  the 
Map  of  Canada  brings  home  to  them  the 
specific  work  for  which  they  were 
founded.  Canada,  "that  land  of  magnifi- 
cent distances,"  is  a  world  in  itself.  The 
tide  of  immigration  has  brought  to  her 
shores  the  sons  and  daughters  of  the 
British  Isles  and  of  Continental  Europe. 
This  sudden  influx  created  for  the 
Church  difficult  problems  to  face  and  to 
solve.  This  "home  mission  field"  has  a 
first  claim  to  the  apostolic  endeavours 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service.  Its  very  prob- 
lems brought  them  into  existence  as  a 
new  missionary  society  in  the  Church. 
The  flexibility  and  broadness  of  its  rule 
are  so  that  its  members  are  made  more 


pliable  to  conform  gradually,  without 
the  sacrifice  of  principles,  to  the  changes 
of  our  present  times. 

S.O.S.:  The  call  of  distress  of  thous- 
ands of  baptized  souls  have  been  heard 
by  the  "Sisters  of  Service"  whose  voca- 
tion it  is  to  search  for  and  look  after  the 
most  abandoned  souls. 

The  Cross:  The  Sign  of  our  Redemp- 
tion and  the  emblem  of  our  Holy  Faith, 
is  that  mysterious  bridge  which  spans 
the  chasm  that  separates  heaven  from 
earth,  time  from  eternity. 

The  Crown:  The  Cross  leads  to  the 
Crown.  The  crown  that  tops  the  crest 
of  the  Sisters  of  Service  is  the  symbol  of 
final  victory  and  eternal  reward.  On 
her  deathbed  the  faithful  missionary 
sister  may  say  with  St.  Paul,  that  great 
exemplar  of  all  missionaries,  "I  have 
fought  a  good  fight.  I  have  finished  my 
course.  I  have  kept  the  faith."  Beautiful 
will  be  that  crown  for  those  who  have 
shared  with  Jesus  Christ  in  the  greatest 
of  all  works  -  the  salvation  of  souls  and 
the  establishment  of  His  Church  on 
earth! 

The  crown  of  our  crest  is  supported 
by  two  sheaves,  one  of  Roses,  the  other 
of  Lilies.  These  flowers  are  the  em- 
blems of  charity  and  purity  -  two  virtues 
essential  in  the  life  of  a  Sister  of  Service 
for  the  accomplishment  of  her  work  on 
earth  and  the  assurance  of  the  eternal 
crown  in  heaven. 

*     *  * 

The  motto  of  an  escutcheon  should 
express  an  ideal  and  programme  of  life. 
Our  device  is  the  very  one  chosen  by  the 
Divine  Master:  "I  Have  Come  to  Serve." 

Wishing  to  follow  the  footsteps  of  the 
Master  and  to  continue  His  Apostolate, 
it  is  but  natural  that  the  Sisters  of 
Service  should  find  in  their  motto  -  "I 
Have  Come  to  Serve"  -  the  ideal  and 
inspiration  of  their  missionary  life.  □ 
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As  it  was  in  the  beginning . . . 


A  few  reminders  of  some 


Young  Catherine  Donnelly  -  a  Gettin'  where  you're  goin'  - 

girl  of  vision  (about  1920)  teaching  and  family  visiting 


A  group  of  Sudetan  German  immigrants  arrive  in  Montreal  - 
met  by  our  late  Sister  Mary  Szostak 
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Girls'  Residences  from  sea  to  sea. . . 


Domestic  Science  group  in  action 


Dramatics 
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The  Sisters  of  Service 


Selections  from  a  paper  given  at  the  Canadian  Historical 
Association  Study  Sessions  in  1976  by  Ella  Zink,  S.O.S. 


The  Sisters  of  Service  were  founded  in  Toronto  to  work  in  the  outlying  district  of 
the  home  mission  field  of  Canada,  particularly  among  New  Canadians.  The  home 
missions  of  that  day  were  in  the  west,  thus  it  was  toward  the  west  that  our  founders 
and  first  sisters  looked;  the  problems  of  the  Catholic  immigrants  in  the  west 
originally  sparked  our  foundation. 

In  an  article  written  in  1921  Catherine  Donnelly,  who  was  to  become  the  first 
Sister  of  Service,  wrote  about  the  plight  of  the  Ruthenian-rite  immigrants : 

"In  the  prairie  provinces  there  are  hundreds  of  these  compact  settlements  of 
Ruthenians.  In  one  such  settlement,  near  Yorkton,  Saskatchewan,  the  writer 
spent  several  fact-finding  weeks  teaching  in  a  public  school.  The  pupils  were 
fifty  Ruthenian  children,  all  Catholics.  As  far  as  could  be  ascertained  there  had 
never  been  a  Catholic  teacher  in  this  school.  There  were  many  similar 
districts  populated  entirely  by  Ruthenian  Rite  Catholics.  Not  only  do  their 
schools  have  no  Catholic  teachers  but  there  is  a  strong  and  enthusiastic 
missionary  work  being  done  by  teachers  of  other  faiths  .  .  . 

Their  Catholic  faith  is  the  one  treasure  these  newcomers  have  brought  from 
the  Old  Country.  Who  is  there  going  to  ensure  that  they  retain  their  treasure? 
Not  the  priests,  who  are  so  few,  not  lay  teachers,  not  any  order  of  nuns  working 
in  Canada  at  present .  .  . 

Only  an  order  of  nuns  whose  rule  would  not  forbid  their  living  in  (these) 
teachers'  residences,  whose  habit  would  not  be  in  the  least  conspicuous,  and 
who  would  be  qualified  to  teach  in  the  prairie  provinces  and  capable  of 
handling  the  situation  tactfully,  can  serve  the  purpose.  As  far  as  we  know  no 
such  order  exists  in  Canada  .  .  . 

To  deal  with  unprecedented  circumstances  we  need  unprecedented  methods, 
and  where  there  is  no  vision,  the  people  perish.  A  united  body  of  qualified 
teachers,  nurses  and  others,  with  a  rule  to  suit  their  particular  needs,  and  an 
expectation  of  reward  only  in  the  hereafter  is  absolutely  the  only  way  to  over- 
come the  difficulty.  The  Departments  of  Education  of  the  three  Provinces  assist 
teachers  to  secure  positions  without  any  questions  as  to  creed.  The  salaries  are 
generous.  Wonderful  work  could  be  done  if,  in  these  rural  districts  a  nurse  or  a 
social  worker  were  assigned  to  live  with  the  teacher.  A  uniform  could  be 
designed  which  would  not  in  the  least  resemble  a  conventional  religious  habit. 

It  would  be  unwise  to  choose  a  habit  or  name  which  would  antagonize  public 


6 


opinion.  On  the  contrary,  such  workers  would  need  to  give  markedly  efficient 
service  in  order  to  create  a  lasting  popularity  and  demand."  (C.  Donnelly) 

Clearly  this  young  woman  had  thoroughly  thought  through  the  details  of  estab- 
lishing a  new  community.  How  revolutionary  was  her  proposal? 

Women  religious  in  the  1920s,  even  those  who  were  members  of  active  con- 
gregations, were  almost  semi-cloistered.  I  examined  the  Constitutions  and  Customs 
of  that  time  of  two  of  the  largest  English-speaking  Communities  in  Canada.  Both 
documents  were  characterized  by  minute  attention  to  "enclosure"  and  detail.  Sisters 
were  walled  off.  They  were  not  allowed  to  visit,  not  even  their  homes  except  for 
very  serious  reasons;  they  could  not  eat  nor  sleep  outside  their  convents;  they 
could  travel  only  in  pairs;  two  sisters  must  always  be  present  if  one  of  them  was 
speaking  to  a  man.  In  fact,  one  document  said  that  at  least  three  sisters  must  be 
present  if  a  man  was  involved.  Sisters  were  not  allowed  to  speak  to  people  on  the 
streets,  etc. 

...  In  the  light  of  history  and  tradition,  there  was  no  possibility  that  existing 
orders  could  or  would  want  to  adapt  the  modifications  to  their  life  style  which 
Catherine  Donnelly  considered  necessary  to  meet  the  challenges  and  the  needs  of 
the  west.  It  must  be  remembered  that,  for  the  most  part,  religious  congregations  of 
women  in  Canada  and  the  United  States  were  not  really  indigenous. 

.  .  .  Until  this  point  in  late  1920  or  early  '21,  the  idea  of  an  entirely  new  com- 
munity existed  only  in  the  mind  of  Catherine  Donnelly,  a  native  of  Alliston,  Ontario. 
She  was  a  teacher  who  had  left  the  security  of  an  Ontario  school  and  had  gone  west 
in  a  spirit  of  adventure.  Appalled  by  what  she  had  seen  happening  she  had  moved 
around  in  the  west  gathering  facts.  For  obvious  reasons,  when  she  returned  from  her 
self-appointed  fact-finding  mission  to  the  west,  existing  communities  could  not 
reconcile  Catherine's  vision  with  their  traditional  modes  of  apostolic  endeavour. 
But  Catherine  was  not  easily  daunted.  A  quotation  from  Nellie  McClung,  a  great 
Canadian  feminist  during  the  early  years  of  the  century,  aptly  describes,  to  me, 
what  I  believe  Catherine's  attitude  must  have  been: 

'Thy  will  be  done'  should  ever  be  the  prayer  of  our  hearts,  but  it  does  not  let  us 
out  of  any  responsibility.  It  is  not  a  weak  acceptance  of  misfortune,  or  sickness, 
or  injustice  or  wrong,  for  these  things  are  not  God's  will.  'Thy  will  be  done'  is 
a  call  to  fight  -  to  fight  for  better  conditions,  for  moral  and  physical  health  .  .  . 

Catherine  did  find  a  friend.  Father  Arthur  Coughlan,  then  Provincial  of  the 
newly-erected  Toronto  Province  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers.  Father  Coughlan  not 
only  believed  in  her  dream,  he  took  it  to  Archbishop  Neil  McNeil  of  Toronto. 
Archbishop  McNeil  had  missionary  experience  at  home  in  Canada.  He  realized  what 
this  proposed  new  Community  would  mean  to  the  missionary  Church  in  the  West. 
His  support,  which  was  formidable,  was  easily  won. 

...  It  required  more  than  a  courageous  young  woman,  a  Provincial  Superior  busy 
with  the  affairs  of  his  own  religious  province,  and  an  Archbishop  occupied  with  the 
business  of  an  Archdiocese  to  set  the  wheels  in  motion  for  a  new  religious  congre- 
gation. Father  Coughlan  sent  for  Father  George  Daly  who  was  then  in  Saint  John, 
New  Brunswick,  to  take  over  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
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Father  Daly  had  been  Rector  of  the  cathedral  in  Regina  from  1915-1918. 
While  there  he  had  become  deeply  interested  in  Western  Canada  and  had  written 
a  book,  Catholic  Problems  in  Western  Canada.  Thus  he  was  hardly  unprepared  for 
the  work  confided  to  him  by  his  Provincial,  work  to  which  the  remainder  of  his 
life  was  dedicated  until  his  death,  in  fact,  in  1956. 

In  the  Archives  of  the  Redemptorist  Fathers'  Toronto  Province  it  is  recorded  that 
Father  Daly  came  to  Toronto  in  January  1922,  and  immediately  began  his  active 
work  for  the  S.O.S.,  talking  to  groups  in  private  homes,  speaking  at  large  meetings, 
visiting  the  Archbishops  and  Bishops  of  western  Canada  who,  considering  the 
innovative  plans  for  the  S.O.S.  were  very  open  to  the  concept  of  the  new  Com- 
munity. 

On  September  22,  1922,  Father  Daly  went  to  Winnipeg  on  one  of  the  most 
important  missions  of  his  career  with  the  Sisters  of  Service.  He  went  to  address  the 
National  Convention  of  the  Catholic  Women's  League  of  Canada  and  he  secured 
their  promise  of  continuing  support  for  the  new  Community.  This  support  continued 
for  twenty-five  years  during  which  time  the  C.W.L.  contributed  over  $200,000  to 
the  S.O.S.  We  will  always  rightly  be  deeply  indebted  to  the  League. 

On  August  15,  1922,  the  Sisters  of  Service  came  into  being  in  a  house  on 
St.  Joseph  Street,  Toronto,  where  the  present  Basilian  Seminary  stands.  Sister  Mary 
Lidwina  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph  was  the  local  superior,  novice  mistress  and 
superior  general. 

Catherine  Donnelly  and  three  companions  were  the  first  novices. 

From  a  letter  to  Father  Daly,  dated  September  4,  1922,  little  more  than  two 
weeks  after  the  establishment  of  the  Institute,  Archbishop  McNeil  wrote  (in  part) : 

"I  regard  the  founding  of  the  society  known  as  the  Sisters  of  Service  as  a  very 
important  step  towards  a  solution  of  the  problem  of  immigration.  Its  purpose 
combines  the  safeguarding  of  the  faith  with  social  and  civil  betterment  from  a 
Canadian  point  of  view.  It  is  constructive  work  of  the  best  kind.  Though 
originating  in  Toronto,  it  is  not  in  any  sense  for  Toronto.  Its  appeal  is  to  the 
whole  Dominion.  One  needs  but  two  qualities,  love  of  God  and  love  of 
Canada,  to  become  interested  in  the  success  of  the  Sisters  of  Service." 

The  Archbishop  signed  the  decree  of  erection  on  August  1,  1924.  That  same  day 
he  received  the  vows  of  the  first  sisters  and  on  August  9,  1924,  Sister  Donnelly  and 
Sister  Wymbs,  a  nurse,  arrived  in  Winnipeg  en  route  to  open  the  first  S.O.S. 
mission  at  Camp  Morton,  Manitoba,  in  the  Archdiocese  of  Winnipeg. 

Father  Coughlan  was  certainly  both  prominent  and  effective  in  the  founding  of 
the  Institute,  he  it  was  who  called  Father  Daly  to  Toronto  to  take  charge,  but  he 
was  known  only  to  the  Sisters,  and  the  first  Sisters  at  that.  He  was  spiritual  director 
to  the  Community  as  long  as  he  remained  in  Toronto  and  kept  in  touch  with 
individual  sisters  until  his  death  in  1943.  But  he  was  not  known  outside  the 
Community. 

Father  Daly,  on  the  other  hand,  was  the  director,  the  guide,  the  trouble-shooter, 
the  travelling  salesman,  the  fund-raiser.  He  travelled  the  length  and  breadth  of  the 
country  countless  times  on  behalf  of  the  S.O.S.  He  was  known  to  every  Bishop  in 
Canada,  both  English  and  French  because  he  was  fluently  bilingual.  It  was  under- 
standable that  people  generally  considered  him  as  the  founder. 
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But  what  about  Catherine  Donnelly?  She  faded  into  the  background  and  this 
suited  her  admirably.  Having  had  a  taste  of  the  west  she  had  no  desire  to  live  in  the 
east;  she  had  even  less  desire  for  administration.  She  was  a  born  missionary  whose 
sole  desire  was  to  be  hard  at  work  in  the  mission  field. 

There  was  a  great  urgency  about  our  Institute  in  its  infancy.  There  was  work  to 
be  done,  therefore  the  work  was  done,  no  matter  that  training  was  often  deficient,  if 
not  entirely  wanting;  no  matter  that  financing  was  a  perennial  problem.  There  were 
oceans  of  love  and  zeal  and  self-sacrifice  which,  possibly,  were  a  more  desperate 
need  at  that  time  than  lofty  academic  and  professional  training.  The  Sisters  of 
Service  have  never  grown  to  be  a  large  Community,  we  have  never  become  really 
well  known.  Perhaps  the  reason  is  that  we  have  always  worked  with  the  little, 
seemingly  unimportant  people.  Perhaps,  too,  a  little  of  the  reason  is  found  in  this 
Chinese  poem: 

Go  to  the  people 
Live  among  them 
Learn  from  them 
Love  them 
Start  with  what  they  know 
Build  on  what  they  have; 
But  of  the  best  leaders 
When  their  task  is  accomplished 
Their  work  is  done 
The  people  all  remark 
"We  have  done  it  ourselves." 

OLD  CHINESE  POEM 


A  Little  Sense  and  Nonsense 

"My  wife  has  been  nursing  a  grouch  all  week."  "Been  laid  up,  have  you!" 

*  *  * 

"Uncle  Mose,"  said  a  man  one  day  to  an  old  Negro  who  was  always  cheerful  in 
spite  of  his  troubles,  "how  do  you  manage  to  keep  so  cheerful  and  serene?" 

"Well,  I'll  tell  you,"  replied  the  old  man.  "I'se  jus'  learned  to  co-operate  wid  de 
inevitable." 

*  *  * 

The  office  Don  Juan  lost  no  time'in  trying  to  impress  the  new  secretary.  He  launched 
into  a  recital  of  his  accomplishments  on  the  college  football  team,  the  dance  floor, 
the  Navy,  and  every  other  line  of  activity  he  could  think  of. 

At  the  end  of  his  lengthy  monologue,  the  girl  gazed  at  him  wide-eyed  and  asked 
quietly:  "Have  you  ever  had  a  group  portrait  taken  of  yourself?" 

*  *  * 

"Look  before  you  leap"  is  very  good  advice;  but  don't  delay  too  long  lest  you  can't 
leap  at  all." 
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. . .  is  now  . 


Recent  group  session  of  S.O.S.  in  Regina 
10 


The  Formation  Program 

J.  Schafhauser,  S.O.S. 


The  Goal  of  the  Formation  Program 
is  basically  to  develop  an  understanding 
of  religious  life  within  the  context  of 
the  Christian  call  to  be  holy.  It  is  also  a 
new  preparation  for  a  future  that  has 
many  questions  and  how  can  one 
structure  or  prepare  for  a  life  that  is  in 
a  process  of  ongoing  change.  It  is  the 
essentials  that  matter  and  so  the  focus 
is  on  the  Person  of  Christ  who  is  the 
centre  of  this  life.  In  an  atmosphere  of 
attentive  listening  He  will  reveal  to  us 
His  plan  from  all  eternity.  A  deep  per- 
sonal encounter  with  Christ  is  where 
call  is  first  experienced  so  it  is  in  the 
continuing  prayerful  contact  that  a 
vocation  grows. 

When  a  young  woman  feels  called  to 
respond  to  the  Lord  by  following  the 
path  of  religious  life  as  a  Sister  of 
Service  she  enters  the  contact  program. 
This  program  is  designed  to  acquaint 
her  with  religious  life  in  general  and 


with  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  particular 
as  well  as  help  her  deepen  her  own 
spiritual  life.  The  person  continues  her 
regular  way  of  life  while  maintaining 
contact  with  a  Sister  of  Service.  Upon 
decision  and  acceptance  to  enter  the 
novitiate  the  formation  program  begins 
with  a  three  month  orientation  period. 
This  time  is  spent  in  prayerful  reflection 
on  call,  community,  mission  and  the 
history  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Following  this,  the  associate  member 
lives  in  one  of  the  mission  houses  and 
participates  in  the  apostolic  work  in 
keeping  with  her  pre-entry  profession  or 
occupational  training.  The  vitality  of 
this  life  continues  to  be  nourished  by 
prayer  as  well  as  this  sense  of  mission. 
At  the  end  of  this  year  of  community 
service  she  will  return  to  the  novitiate 
for  the  Canonical  Year. 

This  year  is  designed  to  foster  in  the 
Candidate  a  progressive  realization  of 


Formation  with  Sister  General  Helen  Hayes  and  Sister  J.  Schafhauser 
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what  is  involved  in  her  personal 
response  to  the  invitation  of  Christ. 

Time  is  spent  in  scriptural  prayer 
"for  the  Work  of  God  is  living  and 
active  in  discerning  the  thoughts  and 
intentions  of  the  heart."  (Heb.  4) 

These  elements  are  gradually  in- 
tegrated into  the  framework  of  daily 
community  living  and  mission. 

At  the  end  of  this  year  the  Associate 
Member  makes  her  first  commitment. 
She  then  returns  to  one  of  the  missions 
for  apostolic  service.  From  the  time  of 
first  commitment  to  final  profession  the 


member  maintains  contact  with  the 
formation  personnel  and  participates  in 
on-going  formation. 

"Sisters  of  Service  strive  to  be 
aware  that  the  Lord  calls,  draws, 
takes  possession  of  and  consecrates 
for  mission  those  whom  He  has 
chosen. 

We  pray  for  openness  to  the 
Spirit  and  the  Institute  as  discerned 
through  the  needs  of  persons  and 
the  mission  of  the  church." 

Sisters  of  Service 


From  some  who  have  responsed  to  the  Challenge: 


It  is  very  meaningful  for  me  to  write  in  a  vocation 
issue  of  the  Field  at  Home  as  it  was  this  magazine 
which  introduced  and  drew  me  to  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  I  was  attracted  by  the  down-to-earthness  and 
simplicity  of  the  sisters,  their  readiness  to  meet  the  needs  of  the  times 
and  to  live  close  to  the  people  they  served.  Challenging  me  was  their 
living  in  small  groups,  and  their  enthusiasm  in  maintaining  a  spirit  of 
unity  despite  their  distance  from  each  other. 

Having  just  completed  my  novitiate  year,  I  am  grateful  to  be  involved 
in  the  community's  ongoing  process  of  listening  to  the  Lord's  call  to 
serve  the  needs  of  today,  and  to  nourish  our  service  with  an  ever 
deeper  relationship  with  Him  and  with  each  other.  I  am  encouraged  and 
inspired  by  the  fidelity  and  openness  of  my  community  to  that  call;  I  feel 
supported  as  I  search  to  know  the  service  to  which  I  am  called. 

Mary -Ellen 


Dear  Sisters: 

As  I  watch  the  last  minutes  of  1978  tick  away 
I  feel  myself  rejoicing  with  millions  of  people  who 
are  conscious  of  event-filled  time  and  space.  First, 
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I  look  back  on  the  many  blessings  God  has  given  me  this  year. 
Joan  has  been  for  me  Christ's  greatest  witness  and  I  don't  think  "thank 
you"  covers  the  sentiment  I  have  for  her.  I  just  hope  I  can  remember 
some  of  the  lessons  -  at  least  how  important  it  is  to  have  a  sense  of 
humor. 

Now  to  the  future.  Having  survived  the  richest  year  of  my  life,  I 
welcome  our  novices  and  pledge  to  them  my  support  and  prayers. 

I'll  be  leaving  Toronto  for  Fredericton,  N.B.,  and  St.  Thomas  Uni- 
versity to  study  for  my  degree.  I  am  also  looking  forward  to  meeting  all 
the  Sisters  at  the  Chapter  meetings  in  July.  At  this  time  Mary-Ellen  and  I 
hope  to  make  first  Commitment.  Until  then,  please  pray  for  me.  Love 
and  prayers - 

Peggy 


My  Experience  of  Responding  to  the  Lord's  Call: 
This  has  been  an  adventure  which  has  led  me  to 
places  within  and  without  that  I  never  guessed  I'd 
come  into  contact  with. 


The  Lord  has  slowly  taught  me  what  depending  on  Him  is  like  and 
He's  let  me  experience  the  freedom  that  reliance  on  his  promise  to  be 
with  us  brings.  There's  been  a  change  that  I  would  have  never  chosen 
for  myself  but  I'm  really  glad  He's  chosen  it  for  me. 

Hendrika 


This  past  year  and  a  half  have  truly  been  exciting 
ones.  They  have  been  filled  with  opportunities  to 
draw  closer  to  the  God  who  has  been  calling  to  me 
since  the  day  He  began  my  creation.  These  months 


have  also  given  me  the  chance  to  enter  into  myself  in  order  to  discover 
a  little  bit  more  about  what  this  creature  that  I  am  is  all  about,  and  of 
course  through  the  living  experiences  of  Regina,  Moosonee  and  Toronto 
I've  been  blessed  with  the  experience  of  being  with  the  other  sisters. 

I've  come  to  admire  their  hope,  and  joy  and  their  love  of  life.  Really 
these  years  have  been  an  adventure  with  my  God,  with  myself,  with  the 
other  sisters  and  with  the  many  other  beautiful  people  who  have  blessed 
my  life.  I  look  forward  to  many  more  years  of  the  same  as  a  Sister 
of  Service. 

lona 
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From  Brigid  With  Love 


Sister  Brigid  Knopic  was  awarded  a 
citation  by  the  Alberta  Hospital 
Association  at  its  convention  in 
Calgary,  which  read: 

"This  is  to  certify  that  Sister  Brigid  A. 
Knopic  has  been  cited  by  the 
Membership  of  the  Association  for 
Distinguished  Service  to  the  hospitals 
and  to  the  people  of  Alberta  at  the 
general  meeting  held  in  Calgary, 
November  30, 1978." 

Sister's  response  to  this  honor  was  in 
her  usual  lively  and  loving  way: 

"I  really  loved  doing  it.  I  like  help- 
ing people  and  would  like  nothing 
better  than  to  do  that  kind  of  work 
when  our  home  care  program  comes 
into  operation  in  Edson." 
Mr.  T.  K.  Biggs,  President,  A.H.A.,  had  this  to  say: 

"Your  spirit  and  the  richness  of  your  life  have  touched  all  of  us.  The  Asso- 
ciation honors  itself  today  by  citing  you  for  your  'Distinguished  Service'. 
In  presenting  to  you  this  certificate  and  pin  in  testimony  of  this  citation,  we 
want  you  to  know  that  the  members  of  A.H.A.  love  you  as  much  as  do  the 
people  of  Edson."  □ 


HAPPINESS 

IF  you  sow  seeds  of  happiness 
Your  harvest  will  be  sweet 
You'll  give  a  smile  . . .  And  get  a  smile 
Your  thoughts  will  be  affirmative 
Your  life  will  be  aglow  . . . 
You'll  have  a  cheerful  word  or  two 
For  everyone  you  know 
You'll  find  a  lot  of  pleasure 
In  most  everything  you  do  . . . 
And  in  your  heart  the  sun  will  shine  . . . 
For  God  will  smile  on  you. 

(Everett  Milstead) 
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Gifts  of  God 


Bernice  Anstett,  S.O.S. 


There  have  been  three  special  "affairs 
under  the  heavens"  that  have  been 
touched  in  some  way  by  us,  the  two 
Sisters  of  Service  in  Onoway,  Alberta; 
the  Mission  Day  held  in  St.  Patrick's 
Elementary  School,  Cambridge,  Ontario; 
the  Silver  Jubilee  of  St.  Rose  of  Lima 
Council  of  the  Catholic  Women's 
League  and  the  dedication  of  Onoway's 
first  Senior  Citizens'  Home  -  Beaupre 
Court. 


There  is  an  appointed  time  for  everything, 
and  a  time  for  every  affair  under  the 
heavens. 

'(Ecclesiastes  3,  1) 


MISSION  DAY 

The  Mission  Day  experience  had  its 
beginnings  in  a  telephone  call  from 
Mrs.  Mary  Therese  Heidmiller,  a 
teacher  at  St.  Patrick's  School.  The  staff 
were  looking  for  a  meaningful  project 
for  Mission  Day.  We  suggested  that 
their  efforts  for  Mission  Day  be  directed 
towards  purchasing  a  ciborium  and 
chalice  for  our  Parish,  St.  Rose  of  Lima. 


Sister  Colleen  Young  in  our 
tiny  "prayer  room" 


Sister  Colleen  Young  and  Sister 
Bernice  Anstett,  and  Tuya 
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Sister  Colleen  Young  at  the  organ 


Chalice  and  Ciborium  -  gift  of 
St.  Patrick's  School 


The  suggestion  was  well  received  by 
the  students.  Under  the  leadership  of 
Ms.  Linda  Ponti-Sgargi  the  "affair" 
began.  Letters  to  the  East  contained 
information  about  Onoway  and  district. 
Thirty-four  letters  came  from  Mrs. 
Mary  Heidmiller's  class  describing 
themselves,  their  activities  and  their 
school.  We  wrote  about  our  work  in  St. 
Rose  of  Lima  Parish,  and  its  two  Mis- 
sions, Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  and  St. 
Mark's.  The  students  were  surprised  to 
learn  that  we  taught  in  a  public  school; 
that  Catholic  students  both  in  our  school 
and  Rich  Valley  come  every  third 
Saturday  for  thiee  hours  of  religious 
instruction  and  some  a  distance  of  50 
kilometres  each  time.  They  read  that 
Junior  High  Students  work  on  take- 
home-lessons  in  religion  that  are 
checked  by  Father,  Sister  Young  or 
myself.  It  was  interesting  to  them  that 
we  lived  -  two  of  us  in  a  little  house  - 
with  a  tiny  "prayer  room,"  that  Sister 
Colleen  Young  played  the  organ  for 
Sunday  Liturgies,  Weddings  and 
Funerals,  and  that  these  funerals  are 
usually  held  over  the  noon  hour  so  that 
there  will  be  music.  They  were  highly 
amused  to  find  out  that  our  Keeshond, 
"Tuya,"  watches  diligently  over  our 
property  and  greets  us  enthusiastically 
when  we  turn  up  after  school. 

Not  only  did  the  students  of  St. 
Patrick's  learn  about  the  Sisters  from 
our  letters,  but  just  a  few  weeks  before 
their  big  Mission  Day  in  May,  Sister 
Florence  Kelly,  then  working  in  St. 
John's  Parish,  Kitchener,  visited  with 
them.  She  filled  them  in  on  the  work  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service  Community  as  a 
whole,  and  in  particular  our  activities  in 
the  West. 

St.  Patrick's  330  students  from  12 
rooms  held  a  Mission  Day  Extravaganza 
that  will  long  be  remembered.  There 
was  a  fish  pond,  a  cake  raffle,  popcorn 
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and  pop  sale,  baking  booth,  a  games 
room,  dance,  hot-dog  sale,  a  store,  a 
penny  booth  as  well  as  a  book  sale. 
Their  enthusiasm  netted  a  grand  sum  of 
$423.43  which  the  mission  received  in 
cheque  form.  This  response  from  the 
children  was  an  indication  of  the  staff's 
successful  efforts  to  inspire  youngsters 
with  a  spirit  of  "Mission". 

When  Sister  Florence  Kelly,  Sister 
Colleen  Young  and  I  were  in  the  East 
this  past  summer,  we  made  a  trip  to 
Montreal  for  the  specific  purpose  of 
making  a  selection  from  a  firm  special- 
izing in  Church  furnishings.  This 
special  "affair"  was  completed  with  the 
blessing  of  the  chalice  and  ciborium  in 
October  by  our  new  pastor,  Reverend 
Louis  Viney,  O.M.I. 

FIRST  QUARTER-CENTURY 
OF  SERVICE 

The  newly  blessed  chalice  and  ciborium 
were  used  for  the  first  time  at  a  Mass 
of  Thanksgiving  sung  by  Father  Viney, 
which  opened  another  "affair  under 
heaven"  -  the  twenty-fifth  jubilee  of  the 
St.  Rose  of  Lima  Council  of  the  Catholic 
Women's  League,  on  October  22,  1978. 

That  afternoon  a  tea  and  open  house 
gave  the  members  an  opportunity  to 
look  back  on  their  first  quarter-century 
of  service,  and  look  ahead  with  renewed 
commitment  to  witness  and  to  service  in 
this  parish.  An  event  recalled  was  their 
assistance  in  opening  a  small  convent 
for  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  1962.  They 
noted  that  one  Sister  has  always  been 
involved  with  their  Council,  attending 
meetings  and  offering  suggestions, 
particularly  related  to  spiritual  activi- 
ties. Also  the  Sisters  had  prepared  para- 
liturgical  services  in  the  absence  of  the 
Spiritual  Director. 

Because  of  this  association  with  the 
League  and  in  appreciation  of  their 


First  Quarter  Century  of  Service  -  Sister 
Bernice  Anstett  presents  the  painting 
to  the  president 

(Courtesy  Western  Catholic  Reporter) 


work  in  the  parish,  Sister  Colleen  Young 
congratulated  them  on  their  years  of 
service  and  expressed  these  wishes: 
"May  your  patroness,  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary,  under  the  title  of 
Our  Lady  of  Good  Counsel,  con- 
tinue to  inspire  you  to  carry  out 
your  work  for  God  and  Canada. 
May  your  council  experience  many 
more  years  of  happiness,  holiness 
and  fulfilment." 
Then  a  framed  painting  of  Our  Lady 
of  Good  Counsel  was  presented  to  the 
president.  The  gift  will  serve  as  a 
reminder  of  this  "affair"  -  the  Silver 
Jubilee  of  the  St.  Rose  of  Lima  Council 
of  the  Catholic  Women's  League. 

BEAUPRE  COURT 

The  two  "affairs",  Mission  Day  and 
First  Quarter-Century  of  Service,  re- 
lated to  the  parish  life  of  St.  Rose  of 
Lima.  The  third  "affair"  was  of  interest 
to  the  entire  Onoway  community. 

The  first  Senior  Citizens'  home  was 
under  construction  and  there  was  a 
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Sister  Bernice  Anstett  being  congratulated  by  Mr.  Robert  Bablitz,  master  of  ceremonies 


contest  proclaimed  to  name  the  resi- 
dence. I  submitted  "Beaupre  Court". 
When  that  name  was  declared  "winner", 
my  lengthy  letter  of  explanation  was 
printed  in  the  local  paper. 

Six  months  later,  on  January  10, 
1979,  Beaupre  Court  was  officially 
opened.  During  the  dedication  ceremony, 
I  was  congratulated,  given  a  small  prize 
and  invited  to  read  the  letter.  Suffice  it 
to  say  that  "Beaupre"  by  translation  can 
be  "good,  rich  or  lush  meadow".  Trans- 
lated to  Indian  it  becomes  Onoway. 
However,  the  main  emphasis  of  the 
letter  was  our  need  to  be  grateful  to  all 
our  pioneers  who  rendered  service  and 
witness  in  their  own  individual  spheres. 
I  did  this  by  quoting  Shaun  McCarty, 
S.T.,  in  his  article  in  Sisters  Today 
"Growing  Old  Gracefully". 

Theirs  is  the  service,  above  all,  of 
being  bearers  of  traditions,  our 
bridges  to  the  past,  the  giants  upon 


whose  shoulders  we  can  see  ahead 
and  even  find  perspective  for  the 
present.  They  are  the  wise  men  and 
women  who  save  us  the  trouble  of 
inventing  the  wheel  all  over  again. 
And  their  religious  experience  has 
a  certain  ring  of  reality  when  it  is 
shared.  But  more  important  than 
this  mission  of  service,  is  that  of 
witness.  Older  persons  can  be  the 
best  signs  that  this  way  of  life  has 
meaning  and  is  growth-producing. 

This  "affair",  the  opening  of  Beaupre 
Court,  did  indeed  honour  our  pioneers' 
service  and  witness.  I  felt  I  had  done  a 
little  to  impart  an  appreciation  of  their 
lives. 

Thus  is  can  rightly  be  said  that  these 
three  "affairs  under  the  heavens"  have 
been  glorious  opportunities  "for  every 
man  to  enjoy  the  fruit  of  his  labour". 
These  are  Gifts  of  God.  (Ecclesiastes  3, 
13).  □ 
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The  Wisdom  of  Twos 


Sister  Colleen  Young  and  I  teach  in  the  Onoway  Public  School.  Each 
September  Sister  meets  and  greets  a  new  group  of  enthusiastic,  lively, 
interested  and  interesting  Grade  2's.  "Sister"  is  a  new  concept  which  puzzles 
these  new  students.  Then  to  complicate  matters,  Sister  and  I  team  teach.  In 
surprise  they  comment,  "You  are  a  sister,  and  she  is  a  sister?"  "You're  not 
really  sisters,  but  you  live  together!" 


Jennifer  and  Karen 

It  so  happened  this  fall  that  Karen,  who  had  done  some  travelling,  stated: 
"I  know  all  about  sisters. 
There  are  Sisters  in  Canada. 
There  are  Sisters  in  the  United  States. 
In  fact  there  are  Sisters  all  over  the  world." 
Now  one  day  a  full  bottle  of  beer  appeared  on  Sister's  desk.  Jennifer,  who 
had  found  it  in  the  schoolyard,  whispered  to  Karen  (who  knew  all  about  sisters), 

"What  do  you  think  Sister  will  do  with 
that  bottle  of  beer?"  And  she  from 
the  height  of  her  great  wisdom 
replied,  "Take  it  home  to  her  husband 
of  course." 

Another  solution  to  the  problem  of 
who  sisters  are  to  public  school 
children  came  from  Clint.  One  day 
after  much  thought  and  reflection 
he  blurted  out  during  the  silence  of 
seatwork  activity,  "I  know  now, 
Sister,  you're  related  to  God."  □ 

Clint  with  Sister  Colleen  Young 
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It's  Been  a  Long  Time 


ELLA  ZINK,  S.O.S. 


January  21,  1938  -  forty  years  ago. 
Why,  it  seems  impossible  but  -  calen- 
dars don't  lie  and,  on  January  21,  1979, 
it  was  forty-one  years.  I  can't  believe  it. 

What  is  so  special  about  forty-one 
years  ago?  Well,  January  21,  1938  was 
the  day  I  entered  the  Sisters  of  Service 
with  the  intention  of  staying  three 
months  -  yes,  that's  right,  three  months. 

You  see  I  didn't  at  all  want  to  be  a 
sister  - 1  was  enjoying  life  too  much  - 
but  the  idea  had  been  nagging  at  me  for 
a  long  time.  So  I  finally  decided  I  would 
enter,  stay  for  three  months,  then  return 
home  and  live  in  peace,  having  finally 
disposed  of  the  nagging  idea.  I'm  afraid 
the  dear  Lord  -  to  say  nothing  of  my 
superiors  -  put  up  with  a  great  deal  from 
me.  Anyway,  the  die  was  cast,  I  was 
accepted  as  a  postulant  and  on  January 
21,  1938  I  left  Montreal  for  athree- 
month  stay  in  Toronto.  It  was  all  cut  and 
dried  -  or  so  I  thought. 

I  shall  never  forget  my  first  glimpse 
of  the  Novitiate,  It  was  a  large  house  on 
a  corner  lot  in  Rosedale  and  it  looked 
exactly  like  a  mausoleum.  Not  a  glimmer 
of  light  was  visible;  it  was  so  dark  that 
the  taxi  driver  had  to  go  up  to  the  door 
to  make  sure  he  had  the  right  number. 
We  had.  (I  later  learned  that  a  novice 
had  forgotten  to  turn  on  the  outside 
lights  and  I  soon  learned  that  such  an 
omission  was  par  for  the  course  for 
most  novices,  including  me.) 

The  Novitiate  did  not  impress  me 
much,  nor  did  I  try  to  conceal  the  fact. 
After  all,  I  was  only  going  to  be  there 
three  months.  My  lack  of  inhibition  in 
expressing  my  opinions  led  to  some 
rather  interesting  encounters  with  my 
Novice  Mistress,  Sister  Gillis. 


But  I  felt  cooped 
up,  hemmed  in, 
restricted.  (Later  I 
realized  that  we 
were  much  less  re- 
stricted than  the 
novices  in  most 
Communities  at 
that  time.) 

Many  Headaches 

As  postulants  we 
wore  a  long  white 
veil  attached  to  a  starched  head-band. 
That  bothered  me,  it  really  did.  The  drag 
of  the  veil  down  my  back  gave  me  head- 
aches, real  doozers  of  headaches.  Sister 
Gillis  was  kind  and  caring  though  I  fear 
I  showed  little  gratitude.  Probably  she 
could  tell  by  my  expression  when  the 
veil  was  bothering  me  because  she 
would  say,  "You  may  take  your  veil  off, 
Sister."  Or  she  would  send  me  out  on 
an  errand  or  for  a  walk.  The  light  felt 
hat  was  a  sheer  delight  after  the  veil. 

It  is  odd  the  things  that  bother  you. 
That  veil,  eating  porridge  for  breakfast 
and  wearing  black  woollen  stockings 
were  the  banes  of  my  life. 

Three  months  passed  and  I  knew  in 
my  heart  that  I  could  not  go  home  of  my 
own  accord.  But  how  I  hoped  and 
prayed  that  I  would  be  sent  home. 
Considering  the  amount  of  trouble  I 
managed  to  get  myself  into,  I  could  not 
understand  why  anyone  would  want 
me  to  stay. 

At  the  end  of  six  months  we  received 
the  habit.  Before  this  each  of  us  had 
an  interview  with  Sister  General  (Sister 
Margaret  Guest).  I  loved  her  unre- 
servedly. Her  tremendous  understanding, 
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her  great  sense  of  humour,  her  intelli- 
gence, made  her  a  joy  to  be  with.  She 
was  one  of  the  most  reasonable  people 
I  have  ever  known.  Well,  I  went  for 
my  interview  and  Sister  Guest  asked  me 
if  I  would  be  disappointed  if  I  did  not 
receive  the  habit.  Promptly  I  replied, 
"No."  "But,"  said  she,  "you  are  going 
to  receive  it."  That  was  that. 

Is  it  possible  to  describe  the  incred- 
ible joy  and  peace  of  the  day  on  which 
I  did  receive  the  habit  of  the  Sisters  of 
Service?  I  don't  think  it  is  and  if  it  were 
possible  I  am  not  at  all  sure  that  I 
would  want  to  describe  it.  There  are 
some  moments  between  oneself  and 
God  that  one  can  only  treasure,  never 
share. 

So  I  embarked  upon  two  years  of 
novitiate  with  all  its  ups  and  downs. 
Unless  my  memory  is  failing  badly  with 
advancing  age,  there  were  far  more 
downs  than  ups.  Finally  the  day  came 
for  temporary  vows.  By  that  time,  of 
course,  I  was  committed;  I  knew  I  was 
where  I  should  be  and,  more  than  that, 
where  I  wanted  to  be.  But  strangely, 
though  making  vows,  even  temporary 
ones,  is  a  much  more  important  and 
decisive  step  in  religious  life  than  receiv- 
ing the  habit,  there  was  not  the  out-of- 
this-world  feeling  of  joy  that  I  had  ex- 
perienced two  years  earlier.  I  guess  the 
Lord  only  gives  so  many  days  like  that 
to  any  one  person  in  her  lifetime. 

Now  how  on  earth  do  I  compress  all 
the  years  since  that  Vow  Day  into  a 
manageable  story?  There  have  been 
peaks  and  abysses  throughout  the  years 
but  since  I  can  say  with  honesty  that 
there  have  been  more  of  the  former 
than  of  the  latter,  I'll  skip  the  abysses 
and  single  out  some  of  the  peaks. 

First  of  all  I  must  say  this.  If  you 
want  to  develop  every  talent,  overt  or 
covert,  that  you  possess,  then  the  Sisters 
of  Service  is  the  best  place  I  know  of  to 


do  this.  I  was  a  nurse,  therefore  I  pre- 
sumed I  would  be  nursing.  I  did  not 
know  that  I  would  direct  choirs,  teach 
singing  and  music,  edit  a  magazine,  do  a 
fair  amount  of  writing,  learn  to  be  a 
pretty  good  cook  and,  finally,  enter  the 
fascinating  world  of  public  relations. 

Memories  of  Vilna 

As  I  look  back  over  the  years  it  seems 
that  my  warmest  and  most  vivid 
memories  centre  around  Our  Lady's 
Hospital  in  Vilna.  Perhaps  it  is  because 
Vilna  was  such  a  departure  from  any- 
thing I  had  known.  It  was  and  is  a 
very  small  village  surrounded  by  a 
large  farming  community.  The  people 
were  at  least  95  per  cent  Polish,  Slovak, 
and  Ukrainian,  many  of  them  New 
Canadians,  many  first  generation 
Canadians.  The  work  encompassed  so 
much  more  than  nursing.  The  hospital 
in  many  ways  was  almost  a  community 
centre. 

For  four  years  we  were  without  a 
doctor  in  Vilna  but  the  Alberta  Depart- 
ment of  Health  insisted  we  keep  the 
hospital  open  and  carry  on  as  much  as 
possible  as  usual.  Our  nearest  doctor 
was  35  miles  away  at  Smoky  Lake. 
Dr.  Dobson  was  an  extraordinary  man. 
His  first  responsibility  was  to  Smoky 
Lake  but  he  gave  himself  generously  to 
us  as  well. 

With  no  doctor  we  did  not  have  too 
many  patients;  we  referred  as  many  as 
possible  elsewhere,  therefore  we  did  not 
have  much  money,  which  was  pretty 
well  the  way  it  was  for  years  in  Vilna. 
But  we  did  need  an  incubator  desperately 
for  the  nursery.  An  idea!  We  would  put 
on  a  Christmas  play  in  the  village  hall. 
We  got  a  mimeographed  script  from 
Toronto  which  we  changed  and  ex- 
panded beyond  recognition.  Fortunately 
it  was  not  copyrighted  material.  We  had 
to  expand  to  include  all  the  children 
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and  young  people  in  and  around  the 
village  who  wanted  to  take  part.  They 
all  did. 

Bus  Driver  Helps 

Sister  Fitzmaurice  and  Mary  Long,  at 
the  hospital,  with  help  from  the  women 
in  the  village,  designed  and  made 
costumes.  There  were  costumes  every- 
where and  they  were  made  out  of 
everything  conceivable.  Sunburst  Coach 
Lines  had  a  bus  which  left  Vilna  at 
7:00  a.m.  for  Edmonton  and  returned 
about  8:00  p.m.  The  bus  driver  was 
pressed  into  service.  All  the  bits  and 
pieces,  odds  and  ends  which  we  needed 
for  costumes  or  props  were  bought  by 
him  in  Edmonton  and  several  times  a 
week  the  bus  would  trundle  up  to  the 
hospital  at  night  and  the  driver  would 
deliver  the  purchases. 

We  had  so  many  young  girls  that  we 
didn't  know  what  to  do  with  them. 
Solution?  We  made  them  dancing  girls 
at  the  Court  of  Herod.  Sister  Marian 
Haut  did  the  choreography  which  was 
quite  beautiful,  the  costumes  were  ex- 
tremely colourful  and  we  had  another 
group  in  the  cast. 

Three  days  before  the  play  the  village 
power  plant  went  off  -  died.  Such  con- 
sternation as  this  threw  us  into.  A  vil- 
lage merchant  offered  to  have  his  own 
diesel  towed  to  the  hall  and  set  up 
outside.  But  we  felt  this  was  too  much 
to  ask.  So  everybody  loaned  us  Aladdin 
oil  lamps  and,  strangely  enough,  their 
light  was  bright  enough  but  also  soft 
enough  to  lend  a  touch  of  glamour  to 
the  whole  thing. 

A  Whopping  Success! 

How  those  young  people  could  act.  The 
jam-packed  hall  meant  nothing  to  them. 
They  were  completely  unselfconscious 
and  the  play  was  a  whopping  success. 
We  got  our  incubator. 


Due  to  the  financial  troubles  which 
hospitals,  particularly  the  smaller  ones, 
were  experiencing  in  Alberta,  the 
Provincial  Government  had  set  up  a 
Hospital  Finance  Fact-Finding  Com- 
mittee which  was  to  visit  a  designated 
number  of  hospitals  throughout  the 
province.  Vilna  was  on  the  list.  At  this 
time  our  most  urgent  need  was  a  new 
light  for  the  operating  room.  On  the 
day  the  Committee  visited  us  I  was 
working  with  them  in  the  office  when 
two  women  came  to  see  me.  They  were 
from  Hamlin,  a  hamlet  about  eight 
miles  south  of  us.  The  women  were 
beaming  when  I  went  in.  They  opened  a 
large  purse  and  money  literally  cas- 
caded out  of  it,  mostly  one  and  two 
dollar  bills  with  the  occasional  five  and 
lots  of  silver.  These  two  women  had 
t-ken  it  upon  themselves  to  drive 
around  their  district  to  canvass  contri- 
butions toward  the  O.R.  light.  They  had 
collected  over  $129.  When  I  returned  to 
the  office,  my  eyes  full  of  tears,  my 
hands  full  of  money,  I  told  the  Commit- 
tee what  had  happened.  The  chairman 
said,  "Well,  boys,  we'd  better  make 
our  contribution."  And  they  all  did. 

Raoport  with  the  People 

Two  little  episodes  out  of  forty  years 
does  not  seem  like  much.  But  I  believe 
these  episodes  are  indicative  of  the 
rapport  which  has  traditionally  existed 
between  the  Sisters  of  Service  and  the 
people  among  whom  they  work.  I 
believe  they  are  indicative  of  the  oppor- 
tunities for  creativity  which  our  sisters 
have  always  had  so  that  any  talent,  no 
matter  how  small  or  undeveloped  it 
appeared  to  be,  can  be  developed  and 
used  to  its  full  potential. 

Would  I  do  it  all  over  again?  Indis- 
putably. My  life  has  been  rich  beyond 
description.  I  am  convinced  that,  as 

Continued  on  page  26 
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Fifty 
Golden 

Years 

By  MARGARET  MORGAN,  S.O.S. 

The  hilarious  skit  -  "50  Years  agrowin'  "  put  on  by  the  novices  and  postulants 
on  the  occasion  of  my  first  vows  was  a  preview  of  our  coming  together  50  years 
hence  to  celebrate  our  Golden  Jubilee.  All  the  idiosyncrasies  and  queer  quirks 
(so  obvious  to  the  others  in  Novitiate  days)  were  now  acted  out  in  the  way 
that  the  young  see  must  accompany  "getting  on  in  years";  seeking  a  sympa- 
thetic ear  for  the  recital  of  our  aches  and  arthritic  pains  .  .  .  the  usual  com- 
plaints of  cold  drafts  blowing  around  .  .  .  our  hearing  not  too  keen;  and 
horrors  of  all  was  to  see  our  lovely  dark  hair  now  various  kinds  of  grey,  much 
thinner  and  hard  to  curl.  This  is  not  the  way  it  is.  Living  out  those  50  years  we 
reach  the  half-century  mark  as  normal  human  beings  .  .  .  grown  in  grace  and 
wisdom,  I  hope! 

God  guided  my  vocation  through  mysterious  ways.  I  came  to  Canada  in 
1926  and  after  visiting  with  relatives  in  Chicago  I  returned  to  Toronto  to  decide 
the  future  and  my  vocation.  I  had  an  attraction  to  a  missionary  life,  but  the 
fact  that  the  Sisters  of  Service  was  a  comparatively  new  missionary  community 
for  Western  Canada,  I  was  very  hesitant  and  unsure  what  to  do.  Because  of 
what  I  heard  and  read  about  the  vast  and  rugged  spaces  of  the  West,  I  thought 


"First  the  planting  and  then  the  harvest.  The  Church  is  the  garden:  my  sister,  my 
spouse  is  a  garden  enclosed  (Can.  4,  12).  Here  are  many  plots,  all  different 
according  to  our  callings,  but  all  planted  by  God,  and  the  whole  is  watered  by 
the  streams  of  Christ's  sacraments  flowing  from  His  side  .  .  .  The  Church's  min- 
isters are  like  gardeners:  I  have  preached,  Apollo  watered  (1  Cor.  5,  6).  The  fruits 
which  wisdom  has  abundantly  watered  are  the  harvest.  It  is  Christ  Who  brings 
us  to  glory,  Christ  Who  brings  to  birth  the  Church's  faithful  .  .  .  the  fruits  are  the 
saints  in  glory  . .  . 

St.  Thomas  Aquinas. 
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I  would  never  be  able  to  make  it  physically,  so  kept  putting  off  the  decision. 
However,  one  early  morning  after  Mass,  I  met  Sister  Kathleen  Schenck,  Su- 
perior of  the  Girls'  Residence  at  4  Wellesley  Place.  After  telling  Sister  about 
my  fears,  etc.,  as  we  walked  along  Bay  Street,  Sister  was  very  reassuring  and 
made  an  appointment  for  me  to  see  Father  George  Daly,  C.SSs.R.,  the  fol- 
lowing day. 

Father  Daly's  advice:  "Go  ahead  child,  and  enter  the  Sisters  of  Service."  Fol- 
lowing this  interview  my  heart  was  at  peace  and  all  my  misgivings  behind  me. 
God  had  made  known  to  me  where  he  wanted  me  to  serve  Him. 

In  February  1929,  I  entered  the  Novitiate  at  60  Glen  Road  in  Rosedale,  and 
began  my  life  as  a  Postulant.  The  next  year  and  a  half  was  spent  in  the  way  of 
Prayer,  study  of  the  Vows,  and  Rules  and  Constitutions,  plus  daily  chores  in 
preparation  for  our  life  on  the  Missions.  During  the  interview  with  Archbishop 
Neil  MacNeil  as  to  my  understanding  and  freedom  in  making  religious  vows, 
I  recall  my  answer  to  his  query,  "What  are  you  going  to  do  when  you  go  on  the 
Missions?"  "Your  Grace,  I  presume  I  will  do  as  I  am  told!"  The  Archbishop 
chuckled  and  said,  "Well  now,  that's  not  a  bad  idea  to  start  off  with!" 

I  was  very  happy  at  the  news  of  going  west  to  fulfill  all  my  dreams  as  a 
missionary!  My  first  mission  was  to  Edmonton  Catechetical  House  to  join  the 
one  other  member  of  the  community  there  in  the  Apostolate  of  "Catechism  by 
Mail."  It  was  a  long,  hot  and  rocky  journey  to  Winnipeg  (our  first  stop).  Much 
of  the  crop  had  been  harvested  and  the  vast  stretch  of  prairie  seemed  endless. 
In  a  sense  the  sight  of  the  beautiful  sunrises  and  sunsets  was  a  wee  compen- 
sation for  the  discomforts  of  two  nights  spent  on  the  train.  The  "air  condi- 
tioner" (it  was  August)  was  the  open  window;  smoke  and  soot  came  with  the 
fresh  air,  making  the  eyes  sting.  In  those  days  we  had  not  heard  of  the  magic 
"Bold"  to  restore  the  whiteness  of  our  white  linen  collar  and  cuffs;  nor  had 
we  heard  of  the  word  "pollution"  to  take  out  our  frustrations.  It  was  just  "grin 
and  bear  it,"  "take  it  on  the  chin,  or  collar,  etc."  Doubtless  we  appreciated  all 
that  much  more  the  comforts  of  a  motionless  bed  and  kind  hospitality  ex- 
tended by  Sister  Mary  Fitzgerald,  the  youthful  Superior  of  the  Girls'  Residence 
on  Hargrave  Street  in  Winnipeg.  After  this  respite  we  were  able  to  face  the 
thought  of  another  day's  journey  to  Edmonton.  Sister  Florence  Regan,  our 
first  Superior  General,  and  Sister  Margaret  Muldoon  were  my  travelling  com- 
panions from  Toronto. 

Most  of  my  years  on  the  missions  have  been  spent  in  Catechetical  work.  In  the 
early  days  our  working  space  was  very  limited  as  we  had  to  use  the  small 
dining  room  table  for  the  work  of  sending  out  lessons,  correcting  lessons, 
wrapping  papers  and  parcelling  library  books  to  send  to  the  families.  It  was 
through  the  generous  help  of  Mr.  Frank  O'Connor  of  Toronto  over  many  years 
that  enabled  hundreds  of  children  scattered  in  isolated  areas  of  our  western 
provinces  to  receive  instructions  in  religion  through  the  mail  and  to  keep  in 
touch  with  the  Church.  A  plaque  in  memory  of  this  generous  benefactor  now 
hangs  in  the  Correspondence  School  in  Regina. 
To  teach  religion  by  mail  was  a  new  and  timely  adventure  to  help  solve  the 
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acute  problem  of  the  Church  in  reaching  the  families  of  the  West.  These  fami- 
lies had  little  contact  with  the  parish  priest  on  account  of  long  distances,  road 
conditions  and  lack  of  transportation. 

The  only  course  available  and  suitable  for  correspondence  work  at  that 
date  (in  1927)  was  the  one  by  Monsignor  Day  of  Helena,  Montana,  who  gave 
us  permission  to  use  the  text  books  -  Creed,  Sacraments  and  Commandments. 
It  was  a  "start"  -  and  the  questions  came  with  the  lessons. 

St.  Paul  writes  in  Romans  10,  15-17:  "The  footsteps  of  those  who  bring 
good  news  is  a  welcome  sound.  So  faith  comes  from  what  is  preached,  and 
what  is  preached  comes  from  the  word  of  Christ."  These  words  of  St.  Paul 
are  applicable  to  those  sisters  whose  footsteps  trod  the  highways  and  country 
roads  into  the  towns,  villages  and  hamlets  to  bring  the  Good  News  to  those  in 
need  of  basic  Christian  instruction.  Despite  the  long  hours  of  travelling  by  bus, 
horse  and  buggy  ("Bennet"),  wagon,  in  all  kinds  of  weather,  we  enjoyed  the 
summer  work  because  it  gave  us  an  opportunity  to  meet  the  parents  and 
children  who  were  receiving  Catechism  by  correspondence  in  their  home 
surroundings  which  made  for  greater  understanding  of  problems  in  language, 
etc.,  when  the  lessons  were  returned  for  correction  during  the  winter  months. 
Classes  were  held  in  many  different  locales  -  church,  home,  schools,  halls, 
garages,  basements;  and  weather  permitting,  under  the  open  sky. 

In  1934  the  Regina  Correspondence  School  was  opened  at  the  request  of 
the  late  Archbishop  McGuigan,  then  Archbishop  of  Regina,  and  in  March  1937 
I  went  to  Regina  to  work  there. 

I  had  three  very  enjoyable  years  at  the  Girls'  Residence  on  Hargrave  Street  in 
Winnipeg.  This  was  during  the  Depression  years;  jobs  were  scarce  and  wages 
extremely  low,  and  understandably  there  were  many  tears  from  homesick  and 
lonely  hearts.  Our  work  was  that  of  arranging  for  all  kinds  of  happy  gatherings, 
whist  parties,  dances  and  concerts.  Amazing  though,  there  was  considerable 
talent  in  these  girls  and  life-time  friendships  were  made  -  many  unforgettable 
experiences.  As  Cicero  once  said,  "Nothing  is  too  hard  for  him  who  loves." 

And  then  a  change  to  Camp  Morton  where  I  was  sent  to  help  out.  There  was 
my  introduction  to  our  horse,  "Nelly";  driving  the  buggy  or  cutter.  Our  experi- 
ences on  several  occasions  were  graphic  reminders  of  St.  Paul's  writings  to 
the  Corinthians:  ".  .  .  constantly  travelling,  I  have  been  in  danger  from  rivers 
and  in  danger  from  brigands  ...  I  have  worked  and  laboured,  often  without 
sleep;  I  have  been  hungry  and  thirsty  .  .  ."  There  was  the  time  of  the  fire  in  the 
church;  then  fire  in  the  convent  (fire  emergency  equipment  in  Camp  Morton  in 
those  days:  several  gunny  sacks  and  a  hatchet,  not  to  mention  a  kindly  volun- 
teer fire-fighter).  But  that  had  its  compensations  like  a  "medal"  of  some  kind 
with  a  card  from  Archbishop  Sinnett  stating  it  was  from  the  "Fire  Department" 
for  "bravery." 

Here  we  saw  the  beauty  of  nature  which  is  hard  to  describe  -  the  Northern 
Lights  over  Lake  Winnipeg  on  a  still  and  frosty  night  which  spoke  to  the  heart 
and  mind  of  the  Presence  of  God  in  creation  and  the  words  of  the  Psalmist 
readily  came  to  the  lips  in  praise,  "Truly  the  heavens  proclaim  the  Glory  and 
Greatness  of  the  Lord."  □ 
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IT'S  BEEN  A  LONG  TIME  Continued 
far  as  I  am  concerned,  it  has  been 
immeasurably  richer  than  if  I  had  not 
become  a  Sister  of  Service. 

Perhaps  I  can  end  this  by  saying  a 


belated  thank  you  to  you  all,  especially 
my  sisters,  who  have  helped  along  the 
way.  I  owe  them  a  great  deal  for  their 
contribution  to  this  delightful  journey 
of  mine  down  the  years  with  the  S.O.S.  □ 


Labouring  in  the  Field 

Teaching  in  Public  Schools  Hospital 

Social  Welfare        Campus  Ministry  Catechetical 

Pastoral  Care  Public  Health 

Public  Relations 


ONTARIO 
NOVA  SCOTIA 
ALBERTA 
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NEW  BRUNSWICK 
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NEWFOUNDLAND 
MANITOBA 


YUKON 

LABRADOR 

SASKATCHEWAN 
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Senior  Citizens) 


Yukon  Territory  (Public  Health  Work) 
MISSIONARIES  FROM  SEA  TO  SEA 
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. . .  and  shall  be! 


WHAT! 

ME  A  SISTER? 


Have  you  the  ear  to  hear? 


Put  YOURSELF  in  the  picture  .  .  . 

Somewhere  someone  needs  YOU  .  .  .  CAN  YOU  RESPOND? 
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Ideas  won't  keep  . . .  Something  must  be  done  about  them 

Without  you . . . 

God's  plan  is  incomplete 

You  will  receive  power  when  the  Holy  Spirit  comes  down  on  you,  then  you 
are  to  be  my  witnesses  in  Jerusalem,  throughout  Judea  and  Samaria, 
yes,  even  to  the  ends  of  the  earth. 

Acts  1.  (Jesus) 


PRAY  WITH  US! 

Prayer  for  Missionary  Vocations 

O  God,  who  doth  not  desire  the  death  of  the  sinner,  but  rather  that  he  be 
converted  and  live,  we  beseech  Thee,  through  the  intercession  of  Blessed 
Mary  ever  virgin,  and  of  all  the  saints,  an  increase  of  laborers  for  Thy 
holy  Church  who  co-operating  with  Christ,  may  give  themselves  and 
spend  themselves  for  the  salvation  of  souls.  Through  the  same  Christ 
our  Lord.  Amen. 
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God  Bless 


By  HELEN  C.  LOUGHLIN 


God  bless  the  little  children 
They  do  not  know  their  worth 
The  grown-ups  are  all  waiting 
For  them  to  save  the  earth. 

The  earth  and  all  that's  in  it 
Plus  their  immortal  souls 
They  are  waiting  for  the  children 
To  fulfill  their  spiritual  goals. 

They  are  waiting  for  the  children 
To  come  and  set  them  free 
They  are  waiting  for  the  children 
Their  God  to  help  them  see. 

They  know  not  where  to  turn  for  help 
The  grown-up  mortals  of  the  earth 
They  forget  the  hand  that  is  outstretched  - 
And  has  been  since  their  birth. 

But  the  childlike  heart  it  is  content 
It  knows  where  all  truth  lies 
It  knows  that  love  is  from  the  Word 
And  the  Word  has  no  disguise. 

It  is  clear  and  perfect  for  all  to  see 
The  children,  bless  them,  know  it  well. 
They  come  in  joy  with  open  arms 
Our  future  to  foretell. 

Unless  like  us  they  do  not  hear 

For  a  child  is  what  it  lives 

It  needs  to  know  through  the  spoken  word, 

And  the  direction  grown-ups  give. 

God  bless  the  little  grown-ups 

They  do  not  know  their  worth 

They  do  not  know  that  through  their  lives 

The  child  will  inherit  the  earth. 

(All  rights  reserved) 


rem  the 

"People  were  bringing  their  little  children  to  Him  to  have  Him  touch  them,  but 
the  disciples  were  scolding  them  for  this.  Jesus  became  indignant  when  He 
noticed  it  and  said  to  them:  'Let  the  children  come  to  me  and  do  not  hinder 
them.  It  is  to  just  such  as  these  that  the  kingdom  of  God  belongs.  I  assure  you 
that  whosoever  does  not  accept  the  reign  of  God  like  a  little  child  shall  not 
take  part  in  it.'  Then  He  embraced  them  and  blessed  them,  placing  his  hands 
on  them."    Mark  10:13-16. 


In  1959  the  United  Nations  General  Assembly  adopted  unanimously  the  De- 
claration of  the  Rights  of  the  Child  stating  that  "mankind  owes  the  child  the 
best  it  has  to  give." 

Now,  twenty  years  later,  this  year,  the  International  Year  of  the  Child,  the 
Assembly  is  concerned  and  convinced  that  there  is  an  urgency  about  the 
special  needs  of  the  child.  The  Declaration  of  the  Rights  of  the  Child  includes 
ten  principles,  and  I  quote  the  second: 

"The  child  shall  enjoy  special  protection,  and  shall  be  given  opportunities 
and  facilities,  by  law  and  by  other  means,  to  enable  him  to  develop  physically, 
mentally,  morally,  spiritually  and  socially  in  a  healthy  and  normal  manner  and 
in  conditions  of  freedom  and  dignity.  In  the  enactment  of  laws  for  this  purpose 
the  best  interests  of  the  child  shall  be  the  paramount  consideration." 

Some  children  responding  in  a  pilot  exercise  requesting  themes  for  the 
International  Year  of  the  Child  expressed  a  desire  for  affectionate  parents, 
for  friends,  neighborly  communities,  feelings  of  love  for  nature,  wishes  to  dis- 
cover, learn,  sing,  dance,  play  and  create. 

In  this  issue  of  the  Field  at  Home  I  have  to  tell  you  how  our  Sisters  of  Service 
are  involved  with  children  and  matching  the  desires  of  God's  little  people  - 
and  the  United  Nations  General  Assembly. 

It  has  been  estimated  that  over  60,000  unborn  children  will  die  through 
abortion  in  Canada,  in  this  International  Year  of  the  Child. 

In  1976,  Most  Reverend  Philip  F.  Pocock,  former  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  in 
a  Declaration  on  behalf  of  Life  had  this  to  say: 

"Abortion  is  an  execution  against  life.  Our  teachings  motivate  us  to  defend 
all  people  in  need  -  especially  the  innocent  unborn  -  and  oblige  us  to  respect 
the  rights  and  dignity  of  everyone." 

The  Right  to  Life  Movement  needs  our  support,  our  encouragement  and  our 
prayers.  Is  that  too  much  to  ask?  Or  are  we  prepared  to  face  empty  class- 
rooms and  unemployed  teachers? 
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Bring  the  Children 


Mary  Phillips,  SOS 


My  daily  joy  is  assisting  children  with 
difficulties  in  Fort  McMurray.  These 
may  be  learning  problems,  physical 
handicaps  or  emotional  upsets  -  many 
are  the  children  who  are  "unaffirmed" 
in  our  society.  In  learning  to  cope, 
knowing  that  God  is  a  gentle  Father, 
whose  love  exceeds  all  bounds,  and 
who  loves  them  just  as  they  are,  is  an 
all-important  factor.  As  Father  Jack 
McGinnis  (Houston)  sings  about  the 
Father's  love: 

"Bring  the  children  unto  Me,  of  such 

is  the  Kingdom  of  God. 
I  will  be  their  Father,  I  will  be  their 
brother, 

I  will  give  them  strength  and  hope  . . ." 
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A  Story  of  Healing  Love 

By  SISTER  VERA  GALLAGHER,  R.G.S. 


"Pat,"  I  asked,  "since  by  some  miracle 
you  have  acquired  this  beautiful  old 
house  in  Seattle  when  you  have  no 
money  in  the  bank  and  a  vow  of  poverty 
to  back  that,  tell  me :  how  many  retard- 
ed and  how  many  volunteers  live  here 
together?" 

"We  are  all  retarded,"  she  answered 
seriously.  "All  handicapped.  All  wound- 
ed. We  discover  this  as  we  live  together, 
praying  and  serving  each  other.  From 
our  healing  we  give  ourselves  in  love." 

Pat  Bagley  is  57  years  old,  a  grand- 
mother. But  in  the  last  three  years  she 
has  made  down  payments,  renovated 
and  opened  two  homes  in  Seattle  where 
she  and  her  "wounded"  live  in  com- 
munity. 

"I  came  under  the  influence  of  Jean 
Vanier  during  one  of  his  retreats  in 
Canada,"  she  explains.  Vanier  began  the 
original  L'Arche  (the  Ark)  community 
in  Trosly,  France,  from  whence  the 
movement  has  spread  throughout  the 
world.  The  mission  of  L'Arche  is  to 
reach  out  to  the  mentally  retarded,  pri- 
soners, young  people  who  are  confused 
and  lost.  Its  basic  premise  is  that  the 
Spirit  of  God  can  call  forth  tremendous 
resources  of  love  from  persons  wounded 
in  their  capacity  for  self-direction  and 
in  their  minds.  This  love,  L'Arche  nou- 
rishes in  community. 

Pat  knows  that  God  called  her  spe- 
cifically to  bring  comfort  to  afflicted 
people  while  being  herself  healed.  She 


is  not  sure  of  exactly  when  that  call 

came. 


"  . . .  a  feeling,  an  empathy,  for 
the  little  ones  who  live  in 
the  world  of  rejects." 


Perhaps  the  call  came  with  birth: 
throughout  childhood  and  into  adult- 
hood Pat  lived  with,  loved  and  cared 
for  a  retarded  aunt,  Margaret.  "I  cham- 
pioned her  cause  and  taught  her  to  read 
and  write,"  Pat  recalls.  "I  was  inter- 
ested in  her  personhood;  and  I  develop- 
ed a  feeling,  an  empathy,  for  the  little 
ones  who  live  in  the  world  of  rejects." 

Maybe  it  sounded  when,  at  50,  she 
gave  away  her  possessions.  Her  husband 
had  owned  several  mines,  and  Pat  had 
never  wanted  for  anything.  Neverthe- 
less, when  material  possessions  became 
unnecessary  in  her  life,  she  simply  gave 
them  away.  "They  had  been  good  pieces 
of  furniture,"  she  said,  "nice  china, 
lovely  rugs.  But  they  had  served  their 
purpose.  All  my  children  were  grown." 

Perhaps  she  heard  the  call  when,  a 
year  later,  her  right  shoulder,  which  had 
been  dislocated  in  an  industrial  accident, 
and  had  become  "frozen"  so  that  her 
arm  hung  useless,  was  suddenly  healed 
during  a  retreat  given  by  Sebastian 
Temple.  The  shoulder  had  not  respond- 


You  can't  leave  footprints  on  the  sands  of  time  by  sitting  down. 
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M  .  it 
Sr.  Vera  Gallagher,  R.G.S.,  is  a  doc- 
toral candidate  in  ministry  at  the 
Jesuit  School  of  Theology,  Berkeley, 
Calif.  She  is  the  author  of  two  books 
and  has  contributed  to  many  Chris- 
tian periodicals  including  America, 
Sign,  Our  Family,  and  the  Catholic 
Digest. 


ed  to  six  months  of  treatment  and  thera- 
py; her  doctors  anticipated  a  permanent 
paralysis.  During  a  fifty-five-minute 
healing  service,  however,  Pat  was  led  to 
give  her  whole  body  to  Jesus,  from  her 
little  toe  to  the  top  of  her  head.  She  got 
up  to  her  shoulder  and  almost  screamed 
with  sudden  and  intense  pain.  "Jesus," 
she  prayed,  "you  are  the  power  and  the 
healer;  I  give  it  to  you."  The  cure  was 
immediate  and  total.  And,  Pat  says,  "I 
felt  like  I  was  16  years  old.  Do  you 
know  what  it  feels  like  to  be  16  with 
the  whole  world  ahead  of  you?" 

Again,  the  call  might  have  rung  out 
when  Pat  made  a  Jean  Vanier  retreat 
a  year  later  in  Nelson,  B.C.  She  had 
wanted  to  talk  personally  to  Jean,  but 
75  persons  had  signed  the  list  ahead  of 
her.  She  came  back  to  Seattle  for  Christ- 


mas vacation  a  few  months  after  that 
retreat,  and  Father  Joe  Kramis,  pastor 
of  her  local  church,  asked  her  what  she 
might  do  when  her  commitment  to 
Bishop  O'Grady  was  finished. 

"Have  you  heard  about  Jean  Vanier?" 
she  asked. 

"I'm  reading  his  life  now,"  Father 
Kramis  replied.  Jean  Vanier,  son  of  a 
former  Governor-General  of  Canada, 
had  first  given  up  a  naval  career  to  re- 
spond to  the  call  of  the  Lord.  He  com- 
mitted himself  to  live  with  two  mentally 
handicapped  persons  whom  he  invited 
out  of  an  institution  into  a  home,  aban- 
doning promising  scholastic  prospects 
in  philosophy.  His  friends  and  family 
could  not  understand  such  a  renuncia- 
tion. Father  Kramis  told  Pat,  "I  like 
what  I  am  reading." 

"I  think  I  want  to  follow  in  Jean 
Vanier' s  footsteps,"  Pat  said. 

After  her  commitment  in  Canada  was 
completed,  Pat  returned  to  Seattle.  With 
Father  Kramis'  assistance,  she  called  a 
meeting  of  persons  who  might  be  in- 
terested in  forming  a  community  with 
afflicted  people;  twelve  came,  and  they 
made  a  retreat  together.  "Suddenly," 
says  Pat,  "I  realized  I  was  involving 
others  in  something  I  didn't  know  much 
about  myself."  She  saw  only  one  solu- 
tion: fly  to  France,  go  to  Trosly  where 
Jean  Vanier  had  begun,  and  talk  to  Jean 
himself. 

Typically,  she  booked  the  first  flight 
out,  giving  herself  four  days  to  get  ready 
and  obtain  a  passport.  The  passport 


"/  knew  I  was  on  God's  mission. 
It  was  an  order  from  God." 


made  it  in  four.  Pat  did  not  know 
French,  and  she  had  no  time  to  make 
any  reservations  in  France. 
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"I  knew  I  was  on  God's  mission,"  Pat 
explains.  "It  was  an  order  from  God." 
But  she  adds,  "After  I  settled  down  on 
the  plane  and  began  thinking,  questions 
and  doubts  flooded  in.  'You  are  really 
kooky,'  I  heard  an  inner  voice  saying. 
'At  your  age!  Who  do  you  think  you 
are?  What  makes  you  so  sure  that  God 
is  calling  YOU?'  " 

In  Paris,  Pat  hailed  a  bus  which  took 
her  to  the  train  depot.  Nobody  who  has 
not  gone  to  Paris,  stood  in  that  huge 
train  depot  there,  heard  the  foreign 
voices  calling  out  the  names  of  foreign 
places,  watched  the  assortment  of  trains 
shooting  off  like  comets,  can  under- 
stand what  Pat  faced  as  she  stood  there, 
alone,  trying  to  determine  what  train  to 
take  where  and  how  to  get  the  tickets. 

An  Englishman  walked  over,  obtain- 
ed her  ticket,  and  put  Pat  on  the  train 
for  Compeigne. 

A  cabbie  there  drove  her  to  a  hotel 
where  English  was  spoken.  "Here  with- 
out a  reservation!"  they  exclaimed.  But 
things  fell  into  place.  Somebody  came 
for  her  from  Trosly,  brought  her  to  see 
the  fifteen  families  who  formed  com- 
munities there  and  in  the  neighboring 
villages,  and  the  farm.  In  this  village, 
where  Jean  Vanier  initiated  his  vision, 
about  300  persons  -  both  retarded  and 
assistants  -  now  came  to  work  daily  in 
the  workshops  and  gardens. 

Jean  Vanier  perceived  that  mentally 
handicapped  people  suffer  doubly  from 
their  wounded  minds  or  nervous  sys- 
tems, and  from  their  rejection  by  a 
society  which  handles  their  problem  by 
shutting  them  up  in  institutions  where 
none  of  us  is  obliged  to  see  them.  The 
retarded  are  very  conscious  of  their  dif- 
ference from  others,  and  of  the  fact  that 


they  are  not  loved  because  they  are 
considered  inferior.  Often,  they  are  re- 
jected first  by  their  own  parents  .  .  . 
from  the  very  beginning. 

Who  is  going  to  help  a  retarded  per- 
son accept  his  handicap?  Jean  says,  "He 
cannot  discover  the  beauty  of  his  being; 
we  can  be  nice  to  him  occasionally,  but 
living  twenty-four  hours  a  day  with  him 
is  something  different.  We  can  accept 
OUR  handicap  because  in  another  part 
of  our  being  we  are  conscious  of  the 
positive,  and  so  can  accept  the  negative. 
But  if  people  do  not  see  the  positive  in 
us,  we  go  into  the  world  of  dreams;  de- 
lirium, hysteria  -  or  anguish." 


The  retarded  person  . . .  can  have 
the  unique  gift  of  God's  love. 
He  can  come  very  close 
to  God  . .  . 


Jean  sees  that  the  retarded  person  has  a 
greater  need  of  spirituality  than  anyone 
else.  Generally,  he  lacks  money,  good 
looks  and  intelligence.  But  he  CAN  have 
the  unique  gift  of  God's  love.  He  CAN 
come  very  close  to  God  because  of  his 
poverty  and  foresakenness.  God  loves, 
especially,  the  little  ones.  Each  one  of 
us,  to  draw  near  to  God,  needs  to  dis- 
cover and  admit  his  own  poverty,  his 
own  handicap,  his  own  insufficiency. 

Jean  believes  that  those  who  live  with 
mentally  handicapped  people,  on  an 
equal  basis,  sharing  their  lives,  their 
joys,  their  sufferings,  their  prayers,  come 
to  an  awareness  of  their  own  personal 
poverties,  pains,  fears,  loneliness,  and 
through  acceptance  of  their  littleness 
come  to  the  life  with  Jesus  and  his 


We  only  lose  our  way  when  we  lose  our  own  aim.  -  Fenelon. 
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Spirit.  When  we  identify  with  rejected 
people,  we  can  accept  our  own  rejec- 
tions; when  we  identify  with  those  whose 
many  deaths  are  obvious,  we  can  accept 
with  love  our  own  future  deaths.  When 
we  have  become  poor,  the  life  of  Jesus 
and  his  Spirit  floods  into  our  emptiness. 

Jean  Vanier  listened  to  Pat  Bagley's 
aspirations.  He  suggested  that  he  and 
she  ask  Jesus  together  if  life  lived  con- 
stantly for  and  with  retarded  persons  be 
really  that  to  which  he  was  calling  her. 
If  so,  Jean  said,  both  of  them  must  pray 
that  she  be  given  the  strength  and 
courage  to  respond.  Jean  spoke  to  Pat 
of  the  need  for  her  to  "touch  in,  and  to 
become  a  link  in  the  family  of  L'Arche." 
He  directed  her  to  meet  with  Sister 
Margaret  O'Donnell  who  leads  a  com- 
munity in  Victoria,  B.C.,  since  it  would 
be  important  for  the  realistic  fulfilment 
of  her  vision  to  maintain  contact  with  a 
L'Arche  community  already  in  forma- 
tion. "And  then,"  he  said,  "return  to 
Seattle  to  step  out  without  fear." 

Pat  was  destined,  however,  for  further 
adventures  in  Europe. 

Back  to  that  huge,  frightening  depot 
went  Pat  -  to  find  herself  with  a  group 
of  700  French  Charismatics  headed  for 
Rome  and  the  International  Charismatic 
Conference  there. 

Pat  remembers  especially  a  spastic 
woman,  Florence,  whom  she  met  at 
Rome  at  the  conference.  Florence  had 
initiated  a  L'Arche  in  Belgium,  although 
she  could  not  walk  without  support.  One 
day,  a  couple  of  young  persons  assisted 
Florence  into  the  room  and  seated  her 
beside  Pat.  After  the  talk,  spontaneous 
dancing  began.  Florence  reached  out 
her  right  hand  to  Pat,  and  her  left  to  a 
man  on  the  other  side,  and  began  to 
dance.  They  had  whirled  and  turned  for 
a  few  moments  before  Pat  realized  that 
Florence  needed  neither  her  arm  nor 
that  of  the  man;  she  could  dance.  As 


she  spun  off  on  her  own,  Pat  watched, 
a  little  dazed. 

She  saw  Jean  Vanier  again  in  Paris, 
and  then  returned  to  Seattle.  Telling 
Father  Kramis  all  that  she  had  seen  and 
heard,  he  said,  "Search  for  a  house; 
when  you  find  something,  let  me  know." 

Pat  found  a  very  large,  but  rundown 
house  in  Seattle's  Capitol  Hill  area.  On 
on  impulse,  she  asked  the  real  estate 
agent  to  draw  up  the  papers,  and  wrote 
him  a  cheque  for  a  thousand  dollars 
down  -  while  she  prayed,  "Lord,  you 
know  I  don't  have  this;  it's  your  cheque." 

The  next  morning  after  Mass  she  ex- 
plained to  Father  Kramis  what  had  hap- 
pened; he  turned  to  the  parishioner 
standing  at  his  left. 

"Do  you  have  a  thousand  dollars, 
Marion?"  he  asked. 

"Yes,"  she  replied,  and  wrote  the 
cheque. 

A  few  months  later,  Pat  with  her  first 
community  moved  into  the  house,  nam- 
ed Noah  Sealth  after  an  Indian  chief. 
They  had  no  furniture;  no  money;  noth- 
ing but  dreams. 

People  came  by  bearing  gifts.  Beds 
arrived.  Chairs.  A  table.  Rugs  and  cur- 
tains. A  cheque  for  $5,000.  A  new  van 
parked  in  front  of  the  house  with  keys 
in  it  and  her  name.  Pat  doesn't  know 
who  left  it  there.  A  cheque  for  $40,000. 
Smaller  amounts.  In  a  few  months  the 
down  payment  was  made,  and  the  house 
was  renovated  and  certified  as  a  foster 
home.  Today  it  is  clean,  airy,  cheerful, 
bright,  tastefully  decorated. 

Pat  lovingly  ticked  through  names 
and  memories  of  persons  who  have 
come  to  Noah  Sealth  since  its  inception: 

In  November  1974  Mary,  a  woman 
retarded  through  the  deterioration  caus- 
ed by  M.S.,  took  up  her  residence. 

Philip  Leahy,  barefoot,  totally  poor, 
imbued  with  the  spirit  and  love  of  St. 
Francis,  then  working  as  a  gardener, 
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called  and  offered  to  help  Pat  Bagley 
move  before  she  had  anything  to  move 
to. 

Patrice  Meador  was  born  in  Paris, 
but  had  worked  in  a  group  home  for 
the  retarded  where,  at  an  earlier  date, 
Pat  had  been  asked  to  replace  her  as 
manager.  Far  from  being  hurt,  Patrice 
joined  Pat  in  her  new  enterprise.  Patrice 
made  a  nine-month  commitment,  after 
which  she  left  for  further  education. 

Annie  Robinson,  an  artist,  gave  of  her 
unusual  talents  during  her  commitment 
to  the  mentally  handicapped.  During 
this  time  she  came  to  realize  that  she 
could  totally  support  herself  with  her 
art,  and  left  to  set  up  her  own  liveli- 
hood. 

Irby,  a  very  small  black  man  who  had 
been  living  on  the  streets,  came  in 
March  of  '76.  He  is  doubly  afflicted; 
both  retarded  and  with  deformed  legs 
so  that  he  walks  on  tip-toe.  Fine-featur- 
ed, he  looks  like  a  relative  of  Hailie 
Selassie. 

John  Cox,  with  doctorates  in  theology 
and  philosophy,  joined  the  community 
while  he  took  up  nursing  at  Seattle  Uni- 
versity. He  wanted  the  experience  be- 
cause he  planned  to  open  a  hospice  for 
the  terminally  ill  in  Spokane;  currently 
he  is  there  working  to  achieve  his  goal. 


The  whole  community  loved  him 

. . .  Today  . . .  Bobby  can  lift 
his  head,  sits  up,  uses  his  arms 
and  legs,  and  has  a  vocabulary 
of  about  100  words. 


Bobbie  came  at  nine  months  of  age. 
Malformed  and  retarded,  he  had  been 


given  up  at  birth.  His  foster  home  no 
longer  wanted  to  keep  him.  When  a 
couple  from  the  community  went  to  visit 
Bobbie,  the  foster  parents  told  them  that 
he  didn't  talk  and  preferred  to  be  left 
alone  in  an  isolated  room.  He  was  im- 
mobile, unable  to  move  his  arms  or  legs. 
Far  from  being  left  alone  at  Noah 
Sealth,  Bobbie  was  given  space  in  a 
room  occupied  by  Irby  and  John  Cox. 
Irby  watched  over  him  and  tended  him 
with  care.  John  became  a  father  to  the 
child.  The  whole  community  loved  him. 
Today,  a  year  later,  Bobbie  can  lift  his 
head,  sits  up,  uses  his  arms  and  legs, 
and  he  has  developed  a  vocabulary  of 
about  a  hundred  words. 

Janice,  a  very  frightened,  shy  girl  of 
17,  came  from  Western  State  Hospital, 
diagnosed  as  having  a  six-year-old  in- 
telligence. Now,  two  years  later,  she  at- 
tends classes  to  prepare  her  to  pass  a 
G.E.D.  -  the  equivalent  of  a  high  school 
diploma.  She  has  held  a  steady  job  in  a 
lunchroom.  She  has  saved  enough  money 
to  return  home  to  Alaska  for  a  vacation 
this  summer;  then  she  wants  to  return 
for  two  years.  She  loves  to  pray  to  Jesus, 
talk  about  him,  and  teaches  others  about 
God. 

Richard  came  at  age  14,  autistic  (non- 
verbal), retarded,  and  so  difficult  that 
he  had  defeated  every  program  tried 
with  him.  That  was  a  year  ago.  The 
members  of  the  community  spent  time 
holding  Richard,  touching  him,  letting 
him  sit  on  their  laps,  hugging  him.  After 
six  months  of  this,  he  was  talking  to 
everybody.  He  attends  a  specialized 
school  every  day,  and  is  studying  thera- 
peutic dance.  Now  Richard  is  extending 
his  love  to  others,  especially  the  newest 
member. 


A  man  has  to  live  with  himself;  therefore,  he  should  see  to  it  that  he 
always  has  good  company.  -  C.  E.  Hughes. 
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Debbie  Fong  came  last  September, 
with  offer  of  a  year's  commitment.  She 
has  had  five  years  of  college.  Debbie's 
dream  is  to  open  a  L'Arche  in  Maui. 
Pat  Bagley  feels  certain  that  Debbie's 
dream  will  become  a  reality,  "even  if 
we  have  to  go  to  Hawaii  ourselves,"  she 
says. 

Greg,  an  artist  and  musician  with  a 
face  like  Jesus,  has  given  of  his  time 
and  treasure  while  in  the  community. 
Greg  is  only  20.  He  is  now  in  Jerusalem 
at  a  facility  for  eighty  retarded  children 
to  volunteer  his  services  for  a  year  in 
the  name  of  Noah  Sealth.  Grace  Bert- 
ram, also  a  community  member,  has 
left  for  Israel  to  volunteer  her  love  to 
the  retarded  there. 

Jeff,  a  draftsman,  works  full  time  with 
Seattle  Engineers  while  he  shares  him- 
self in  community  with  an  ever-deepen- 
ing commitment. 


. .  he  is  searching  and  his  search 

has  led  him  to  this  healing 
community  of  wounded  people. 


Nick,  an  artist,  lives  on  the  back  porch 
of  Noah  Sealth.  His  paintings  have  hung 
in  the  best  galleries  in  the  Northwest.  A 
very  gentle,  gifted  man,  he  is  searching, 
and  his  search  has  led  him  to  this  heal- 
ing community  of  wounded  people. 

Sue,  who  worked  with  Pat  in  Prince 
George  and  who  has  since  served  in  a 
L'Arche  community  in  Canada,  has  of- 
fered a  year's  commitment.  She  will  be 
manager  of  the  second  house,  Angeline 
(named  after  the  Indian  chief's  daugh- 
ter). 


Father  Kramis  has  continued  to  give 
his  love,  support  and  inspiration.  He  is 
chaplain  to  both  communities. 

Angeline  was  opened  in  March  1976 
as  a  House  of  Welcome.  Since  March 
1977  it  has  been  certified  as  a  group 
home  for  retarded  persons.  It  can  hold 
a  community  of  eight,  and  is  filled. 

Community  members  are  always 
needed.  "God  will  send  people,"  Pat 
says.  "Two  are  coming  from  Europe; 
one  from  Germany  and  one  from 
Switzerland." 

Community  members  receive  little 
materially.  But  they  become  rich.  Rich 
by  being  helped  by  the  men  and  women 
and  children  who,  seeing  through  their 
masks,  accept  them  until  they  dare  be- 
come their  true  selves.  Rich  by  becom- 
ing open  to  the  Holy  Spirit  so  they  can 
offer  people  hope.  Rich  by  walking  with 
the  crucified,  accepting  that  they  will 
be  crucified  themselves.  Rich  by  becom- 
ing so  conscious  of  their  poverty  that 
they  can  become  real  disciples  of  Jesus. 

"When  does  the  community  join  for 
morning  prayer?"  I  asked  Pat  Bagley. 

"At  six  a.m." 

"Six!  Are  you  up  that  early  every 
morning?" 

She  smiled.  "Three  years  ago  I  threw 
away  my  wrist  watch  and  alarm  clock, 
and  asked  God  to  wake  me  in  the  morn- 
ing. He  calls  me  at  three  or  three-thirty 
a.m.  I  am  up  by  four.  I  have  time  to 
pray,  time  to  get  myself  together,  time 
to  be  alone  with  God.  Those  hours  are 
my  rest  and  my  joy.  Two  hours  spent 
alone  with  Jesus  are  my  recreating,  my 
peace,  and  my  delight."  □ 

Copyright  1978  Logos  International  Fellowship, 
Inc.  Reprinted  with  permission  from  Logos 
Journal,  201  Church  St.,  Plainfield,  N.J.  07060. 


The  world  is  full  of  wooden  people  who  are  always  doing  their  best 
to  whittle  others  down.  -  P.  K.  Thomajan. 
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50  Years  and  One  More 


MARGARET  MURPHY,  S.O.S. 


God's  call  comes  in  various  ways;  some- 
times dramatically  as  in  the  conversion 
of  St.  Paul;  others  gently  through  the 
seed  planted  by  good  parents,  friends, 
or  religious  or  priests.  My  calling  came 
through  my  Dad,  who,  in  his  own  up- 
bringing, developed  a  deep  faith,  and 
a  respect  for  all  those  consecrated  to 
God.  I  can  recall  Dad,  on  seeing  Sisters 
on  the  street,  saying,  "Look,  darling, 
there  go  God's  good  women;  I  hope 
someday  you  will  be  one  of  them."  Thus 
the  seed  was  planted  and  grew  gradu- 
ally, to  blossom  finally  in  the  Sisters  of 
Service. 

Then  after  two  and  a  half  years  of 
intensive  training  I  went  forth  with 
Christ  to  fulfill  His  words,  accepting 
the  motto  "I  Have  Come  to  Serve" 
which  is  that  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

After  First  Vows  my  first  stop  was 
the  Edmonton  Catechetical  House 
where  I  became  involved  in  teaching 
catechism  by  mail,  an  interesting  and 
little  understood  apostolate.  For  my- 
self, who  ran  rather  than  walked;  a 
bundle  of  "get  up  and  go",  this  work 
initially  proved  to  be  a  "cross"  indeed. 
Sitting  at  a  desk  several  hours  a  day, 
wasn't  my  idea  of  going  out  into  the  by- 
ways. Gradually  the  message  seeped  into 
my  consciousness;  souls  were  being 
touched,  instructed  and  encouraged  by 
the  personal  notes  and  comments  ex- 
changed between  the  families  and  my- 
self. I  became  deeply  involved  as  this 
apostolate  grew,  eventually  producing 
Christian  families,  priests  and  sisters, 
many  of  whom  kept  gratefully  in  touch 
as  life  opened  up  for  them. 


This  apostolate  also  involved  summer 
schools,  in  which  youngsters  were  pre- 
pared for  their  first  meeting  with  the 
Lord;  their  Confirmation,  preparing 
them  to  face  teenage  and  adult  life;  visit- 
ing and  encouraging  families  who  lived 
in  remote  areas. 

An  extraordinary  experience 

My  next  mission,  Vancouver,  and  an 
extra-ordinary  experience  of  five 
months,  in  which  we  lived  in  a  van. 
Sister  Frances  Church,  now  deceased, 
drove  this  cumbersome,  top-heavy  van 
the  complete  length  and  breadth  of  Van- 
couver Island,  and  also  into  the  interior 
of  B.C.  Will  I  ever  forget  the  swaying 
of  the  van  negotiating  the  hairpin 
curves?  Sister  instructed  me  well,  "Pray 
the  rosary,  and  don't  you  ever  scream!" 
When  we  began  to  roll  backwards  on  a 
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curved  hill,  my  only  reaction  was  a 
fervent  "St.  Christopher,  do  your  stuff  T 

Along  the  Fraser  River  we  were  faced 
with  possible  encounters  with  bears  and 
after  following  a  foot-path  through  the 
tallest  trees  I  had  ever  seen  we  were 
alerted  by  the  barking  of  vicious  looking 
police  dogs.  But  these  were  tied  up, 
and  served  as  protection  against  the 
bears.  We  spent  ten  days  with  the  family 
returning  to  our  van  each  evening  as 
the  house  was  the  proverbial  "woman 
in  the  shoe"  type.  There  were  eight 
children  in  the  family,  six  for  instruc- 
tion. There  were  some  humorous  situa- 
tions; and  the  fun  of  panning  for  gold 
with  two  old  prospectors  along  the 
Fraser  was  memorable.  My  moment  of 
triumph  was  when  I  learned  to  drive 
this  huge  vehicle,  that  really  obeyed  the 
handling  of  a  102  pounder. 

Then  I  was  sent  to  Vilna,  Alberta,  to 
work  in  Our  Lady's  Hospital.  I  always 
wanted  to  be  a  nurse.  Patients  only  came 
when  the  last  home  remedy  had  been 
tried  and  failed,  so  all  were  either  seri- 
ously ill  or  dying. 

My  first  death:  An  elderly  man  with 
a  heart  condition.  The  doctor  had  just 
left  and  sister  told  me  that  all  I  could 
do  was  pray  with  him.  He  followed 
me  with  his  eyes  as  I  prayed  "Jesus, 
Mary  and  Joseph,  help  me  in  my  last 
agony."  Due  to  my  youth  and  inex- 
perience my  fear  finally  overcame  me 
and  much  to  my  shame  now,  I  went  to 
the  doorway  and  there  continued  pray- 
ing in  a  loud  voice.  My  initial  fear  of 
death  had  overwhelmed  me  and  left 
me  bereft  of  commonsense!  But  fortun- 
ately for  me  the  night  was  a  busy  one 
what  with  mothers,  babies,  and  other 
critically  ill  patients  I  had  to  regain  my 
commonsense  and  behave  like  an  adult, 
and  take  command. 

In  Vilna  I  became  involved  in  cate- 
chetics  driving  V/i  miles  to  a  country 


school  each  Sunday,  to  meet  with  about 
15  children.  When  the  roads  were  pass- 
able I  drove  the  Model  A,  but  mostly 
it  was  horse  and  buggy  or  cutter.  Our 
Engineer,  Bill,  made  sure  the  horse  was 
tame  and  very  slow.  And  the  weather 
was  bitterly  cold.  Half  way  to  the  school 
on  a  farm  there  were  three  vicious  police 
dogs  who  would  tear  out  barking  and 
jumping  at  the  horse.  My  reaction  was 
to  switch  the  horses  with  all  my  strength 
to  the  accompaniment  of  shouted  "Hail 
Marys".  This  was  the  only  time  the 
horse  made  a  run  for  it. 

After  this  I  went  to  Edson  where  I 
joined  the  staff  of  Sisters  at  St.  John's 
Hospital,  where  I  spent  AV2  years  of 
varied  experiences.  Ours  was  the  closest 
hospital  to  the  mining  and  forest  in- 
dustries and  we  ministered  to  many  in- 
dustrial accidents.  I  saw  the  doctor  gent- 
ly probe  and  clean  a  large  wound,  the 
blood  of  which  had  been  stemmed  in 
first-aid  treatment  with  a  loaf  of  bread! 
And  the  patient  lived. 

I  spent  many  hours  in  the  nursery 
which  held  eight  bassinets  but  frequently 
dresser  drawers  and  orange  crates  sup- 
plemented our  bassinet  shortage.  When 
I  think  of  the  bodily  perfection  of  the 
infants  delivered  in  that  case  room  I  find 
it  hard  to  think  there  is  anyone  who 
would  deny  life. 

Then  there  was  an  all-day  journey  in 
the  oldest  train  passenger  car  I'd  ever 
seen.  High  above  each  seat  were  small 
coal-oil  lamps,,  a  pot-bellied  stove  stood 
in  the  corner,  the  seats  though  ornate 
had  seen  better  days.  As  we  snaked 
slowly  along,  my  attention  was  drawn 
to  the  few  men  passengers,  who  at  every 
stop  jumped  from  the  train,  ran  to  an 
unseen  destination  and  at  two  "toots"  of 
the  engine  came  scurrying  back,  to  re- 
peat the  same  process  over  and  over 
again!  On  questioning  the  conductor  he 
Continued  on  page  14 
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Rights 

of  the  Child 


The  right  to  an  education 


A  cultural  background . . .  children  at  Pioneer  Village 


*  lona  Tough,  SOS,  with  Rachel  and  Robyn  Cunningham, 
St.  Anne's  Parish,  Toronto:  Preparing  for  Baptism  and 
First  Holy  Communion. 
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;  If 


Continued  from  page  1 1 

laughingly  explained:  "Oh,  they  are 
salesmen  getting  their  orders."  At  noon 
he  directed  me  to  a  clean  restaurant  in 
the  town  a  half-mile  away,  which  I 
couldn't  see.  "Three  toots  means  we're 
ready  to  go".  With  this  in  mind  I  fol- 
lowed the  salesmen,  had  a  quick  meal 
and  returned  just  as  the  "three  toots" 
tooted. 

I  arrived  at  Bergfield  in  the  middle  of 
a  sandstorm  and  was  driven  another 
twelve  miles  to  a  little  teacherage  set  in 
the  most  barren  land,  with  no  vegeta- 
tion except  the  tumbling  'Tumble  Weed' 
which  the  constant  wind  kept  on  the  go. 
The  year  spent  there  was  one  of  the 
happiest  years  despite  the  many  hard- 
ships. We  lived  on  sour  bread  and  cab- 
bage during  the  winter,  with  the  odd 
half-box  of  apples  or  wedges  of  cheese, 
provided  by  the  government.  There  was 
no  money  as  teachers  did  not  receive 
their  salaries!  Thursday  and  Sunday 
evenings  we  were  invited  to  dinner  at 
the  Hartuhn  homestead.  Mrs.  Hartuhn 
was  an  excellent  cook,  had  a  large 


garden  and  fed  us  royally.  Topped  off 
with  homemade  ice  cream  and  straw- 
berries, these  meals  kept  us  going  for 
the  week,  God  bless  our  hosts! 

"I  really  want  to  know  . . ." 

My  next  mission  was  Fargo,  North  Da- 
kota, at  the  catechetical  house.  Twice 
weekly  we  had  excursions  to  Argusville 
and  Oriska  for  Catechism  and  choir 
work.  We  had  a  teenage  group  of  45 
from  grades  9  to  1 2  who  met  each  Wed- 
nesday after  school.  They  were  full  of 
questions,  one  of  which  nearly  floored 
me  until  I  recalled  reading  an  article 
by  a  Jesuit  on  this  very  subject.  Joe 
asked:  "Sister,  what's  the  difference  be- 
tween Modesty,  Chastity,  and  Purity?" 
I  said,  "Joe,  do  you  really  want  to  know 
or  is  this  just  being  smart?"  "No,  Sister, 
I  really  want  to  know".  Then  a  quick 
silent  prayer  to  Mary  for  help,  brought 
the  article  to  mind  and  I  was  able  to 
answer  Joe's  question  to  which  he  re- 
plied: "Now  I  really  understand;  thanks 
Sister." 

Thus,  Christ's  words  were  fulfilled 
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once  again:  "Do  not  worry  about  how 
to  speak  or  what  to  say.  What  you  are 
to  say  will  be  given  you  when  the  time 
comes".  Matt.  10-20. 

After  ten  years  in  Fargo  during  which 
time  I  survived  the  flood  which  had 
also  inundated  Winnipeg,  I  spent  a  year 
on  Biblical,  Theological  and  Catecheti- 
cal studies  at  Divine  Word  in  London, 
Ontario,  which  was  a  truly  soul-search- 
ing experience.  I  was  assigned  to  Nelson, 
B.C.  Diocese,  to  be  constantly  on  the 
road  to  supervise  and  help  teachers  with 
their  catechism  classes.  Ill  health  inter- 
rupted this  work.  Then  I  was  given  an 
opportunity  to  prepare  for  the  formal 
teaching  of  the  ABC's.  So  my  third  ca- 
reer was  launched. 

I  chose  the  grade  twos  because  I  sens- 
ed the  potential  in  those  little  persons. 


At  the  beginning  of  the  year,  they  are 
very  much  the  babies  of  grade  one;  but 
each  day  sees  one  or  more  opening  up, 
slowly  and  delicately  as  do  blossoms 
of  the  flowers.  By  Christmastime  their 
maturity  is  astounding;  quite  a  different 
group,  now  readying  themselves  for  their 
future  adult  life. 

My  first  teaching  position  was  at 
Shilo,  Manitoba,  a  Canadian  Forces 
Base,  an  interesting  experience  amid  the 
atmosphere  of  soldiers,  tanks,  guns  and 
uniforms.  Sometimes  the  sight  was 
rather  fearful  -  just  huge  monsters  with 
guns  pointing  at  me  and  in  all  directions 
-  with  no  sign  of  humans  at  all.  Then 
the  awesome  experience  of  a  mock 
crisis  with  the  strictest  minutiae  -  Sister 
Margaret  or  not,  I  still  had  to  produce 
my  identification.  Continued  — » 


EXCERPTS  FROM  SISTER'S  STUDENTS  AT  ST.  JOHN  BREBEUF'S: 

Dear  Sister  Margaret,- 

Thank-you  for  being  the  person  you  are,  nice  to  every  person  you 
know,  always  looking  lovly,  if  I  am  feeling  low  I  can  alway  count  on  you 
to  give  me  a  big  smile.  I  am  always  proud  to  say:  I  know  Sister  Margaret. 

Sister,  I'd  love  to  hear  Sister  Joanna  say:  Sister  Margaret  is  feeling 
good  and  is  coming  back  soon. 

Love  Louanne. 
P.S.  I'll  always  think  of  you  as  the  lovly  lady  who  helped  me  with 
my  communion. 

Dear  Sister  Margaret 

Thank  you  for  a  fun  year  in  Gr.  2  and  I  hope  you  get  beater  soon. 

love, 
Chris. 

Dear  Sister, 

I  hope  you  get  well  very  soon  and  I  hope  you  won't  have  to  stay  in 
that  bed  like  cacoon. 

Grade  2  class  misses  you  very  much.  And  I  think  you  will  not  have  a 
accident  as  such. 

The  whole  school  misses  you  very  much,  and  we  hope  you  get  better 
very  very  very  very  very  very  soon. 

Love,  Jodi,  Marcia  and  family 
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Great  Sharing 

After  two  years  I  went  to  a  mixed  class- 
room at  St.  John  Brebeuf  School  in 
Winnipeg,  where  the  pupils  were  above, 
below  and  average  students.  I  learned  to 
play  down  their  differences  and  yet 
stimulate  each  child  to  his  or  her  per- 
sonal potential.  There  is  great  sharing 
among  the  students,  learning  from  each 
other  and  a  family  spirit  has  gradually 
taken  over  and  we  have  all  learned  to 
accept  each  other  as  distinct  persons 
and  to  be  happy  in  the  accomplishment 
of  each  other.  During  the  year  we  had 
several  "celebrations"  in  which  the 
youngsters  read  or  dramatized  the  vari- 
ous scripture  stories,  prayers,  etc.  The 
most  important  of  these  celebrations  is 
always  'First  Communion  Day'.  I  thank 
God  for  the  many  hundreds  of  little 
ones,  that  I  have  been  chosen  to  pre- 
pare and  lead  to  Him. 

Again,  the  Lord  abruptly  closed  one 
door  to  open  another.  Last  September  I 
was  the  victim  of  a  car  accident.  Just 
three  weeks  in  the  teaching  year  and 
like  St.  Paul  I  was  knocked  down.  After 
a  painful  three  months  in  hospital,  now 
a  quiet  recuperation  at  our  Camp  Mor- 
ton Convent.  What  is  ahead?  I  don't 
know,  it  will  be  revealed  in  God's  good 
time. 

One  last  word-picture  of  the  hundred- 
fold promised  by  Our  Lord.  The  won- 
derful concern  and  love  of  parishioners 
and  students  of  St.  John  Brebeuf  Parish 
was  graphically  manifested  in  the  num- 
ber of  visits,  cards,  letters,  Masses  and 
prayers  I  received  during  this  trying 
time.  To  crown  their  loving  concern, 
the  Parish  invited  me  to  be  the  Honored 
Guest  at  their  St.  Patrick's  Tea.  The  sin- 
cerity of  their  welcome  made  me  realize 
that  I  had  come  back  to  friends.  So 
again,  Our  Lord's  words:  "You  will  be 
repaid  a  hundred  times  over."  Matt. 
20:29.  □ 


Book  Review  . . . 

Taming  Tension,  by  W.  Phillip  Keller 

"There  is  perhaps  no  greater  tyrant  in 
the  twentieth  century  than  tension.  Its 
tyranny  is  exerted  upon  every  segment 
of  society  from  the  very  aged  down  to 
the  very  young.  So  subtle  and  so  un- 
obtrusive are  its  devastating  demands 
that  few  people  are  aware  that  they  are 
living  under  its  tyranny. 

"Yet,  all  over  the  world,  there  are 
the  innumerable  broken  lives,  broken 
hearts,  broken  homes,  broken  bodies, 
and  broken  minds  of  men  and  women 
torn  and  tortured  by  tension." 

These  are  the  opening  lines  of  Taming 
Tension,  a  book  by  W.  Phillip  Keller, 
a  Canadian  citizen,  although  he  was 
born  in  Kenya,  in  1920.  Mr.  Keller  has 
traveled  widely,  is  active  in  conserva- 
tion, wildlife  studies,  land  management 
and  is  the  author  of  sixteen  books.  He 
was  educated  in  Nairobi,  Ontario  and 
California. 

The  author  speaks  with  experience, 
and  his  style  of  writing  is  very  readable. 
I  found  I  wanted  to  keep  on  reading 
and  believe  that  readers  will  find  this 
book  both  interesting  and  helpful,  as 
well  as  a  pleasant  experience. 

In  a  chapter  "Knowing  God",  he 
writes: 

"This  inner  longing,  this  quest  for 
purpose  to  living,  is  one  of  the  greatest 
tensions  of  our  times.  Yet  there  is  really 
nothing  new  about  this  inner  restless- 
ness of  the  human  heart. 

Augustine,  the  ancient  seer  of  North 
Africa,  put  it  in  a  nutshell  when  he 
wrote:  "Oh  God  thou  hast  made  us 
for  thyself,  and  our  hearts  are  restless, 
searching  'till  they  find  their  rest  in 
thee." 

Taming  Tension  is  published  by  Van- 
tage Press,  Inc.,  New  York.      -Ed.  □ 
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AS  THE  CHILDREN  SAY  IT! 


•  Grace  before  Meals  (New  meal  blessing) :  Thank  you  Lord  for  the  food  we  are 
about  to  eat,  and  may  there  be  more  where  this  came  from.  Amen.     (Course  V) 

•  A  Seder  Meal  Celebration:  Our  celebration  was  vantaskit.  We  all  enjoyed  it. 

•  Question:  What  would  you  tell  someone  who  does  not  believe  in  the  Resurrection, 
why  you  believe  that  Jesus  is  alive  and  glorious? 

Answer:  I  would  tell  that  person  that  I  believe  that  Jesus  is  alive  and  glorious 
because  I  can  feel  Jesus  in  my  heart.    (Course  IV) 

•  The  most  difficult  situation  is  getting  married.  Because  once  you're  married,  you 
got  to  stick  with  it,  and  there  is  no  way  of  getting  out  of  it.  (Just  abought) 

•  Yes,  I  know  someone  who  would  put  their  life  on  the  line  for  us.  Jesus  would. 

•  Transparent  means  something  you  can  see  through  -  for  instance  a  key  hole. 

•  The  Minister  of  War  is  the  clergyman  who  preaches  to  the  soldiers  in  the 
barracks. 

•  Essau  was  a  mighty  hunter  who  wrote  fables  and  sold  them  for  a  bottle  of  potash. 

•  Joan  of  Ark  was  Noah's  wife. 

•  Julius  Caesar  was  renowned  for  his  great  strength.  He  threw  a  bridge  across  the 
Rhine. 

•  Average  means  something  that  hens  lay  their  eggs  on. 

•  An  abstract  noun  is  the  name  of  something  that  has  no  existence,  such  as 
goodness. 

•  A  damsel  is  a  small  plum. 

•  A  glazier  is  a  man  who  runs  down  mountains. 


On  February  26th,  at  2  p.m.,  the  Ladies  of  Camp  Morton  gathered  to 
celebrate  with  Sister  Catherine  Donnelly,  on  her  95th  birthday. 
:  The  Sisters  of  Service  first  went  to  Camp  Morton  almost  55  years  ago 
and  during  that  time  the  sisters  have  made  many  friends  among  the 
people  of  Camp  Morton.  For  this  reason  and  the  many  kindnesses 
throughout  the  years,  they  share  in  the  prayers  and  works  of  the  sisters 
for  our  benefactors. 

Mrs.  Joseph  Urbanski,  as  president  of  the  Ladies'  Aid,  organized  the 
party  which  included  goodies  from  choice  recipes  of  the  ladies,  beauti- 
ful gifts  of  a  housecoat,  stationery  and  plants.  Thirteen  of  the  ladies  of 
the  parish  were  present  and  participated  in  the  generous  meal  they  had 
provided.  They  were  interested  in  the  great  efforts  Sister  Donnelly  made 
to  blow  out  the  candles  on  the  cake,  as  the  candles  seemed  determined 
to  keep  burning  -  almost  as  indomitable  as  "CD."  herself. 

The  ladies,  assisting  Mrs.  Josephine  Urbanski:  Mesdames  Kay  Hurak, 
Lucy  Marks,  Bernice  Franz,  Ellie  Urbanski,  Marian  Kirk,  Frances  Gott- 
fried, Doris  Koch,  Eleanor  Melstad,  Eva  Marks,  Katie  Eiers,  Edith 
Saboidak  and  Albert  Ostopchuk. 


A  Surprise 


Margaret  Murphy,  S.O.S. 
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INUIT  CONNECTION 


MARILYN  GILLESPIE,  S.O.S. 


April  27th  was  the  big  day  for  the  grade 
six  class  take-off  for  a  long  awaited  trip 
to  Rankin  Inlet,  N.W.T.  Dressed  in 
specially  designed  school  T-shirts,  blue 
jeans,  boots  and  parkas,  students  and 
three  teachers  left  Churchill,  via  Trans- 
air  YS-11,  at  8  a.m.  to  arrive  in  Rankin 
two  hours  later  after  a  brief  touch  down 
in  Eskimo  Point.  It  was  the  first  plane 
ride  for  two  of  the  students  but  all  fears 
of  flying  soon  disappeared  as  we  reach- 
ed cruising  altitude.  The  plane's  roar 
had  competition  from  within  the  cabin 
as  the  sounds  of  many  motors  could  be 
drowned  by  the  sounds  of  excited  and 
happy  students. 

Arriving  in  Rankin,  we  were  met  by 
the  taxi-van  which  is  owned  and  operat- 
ed by  a  local  Inuk  of  Rankin.  Two  trips 


later  we  had  all  arrived  at  the  host  grade 
six  class.  Since  the  school  in  Rankin 
burned  one  year  ago,  individual  classes 
are  held  in  portable  buildings  which, 
upon  the  completion  of  the  new  school, 
will  be  used  for  homes.  Billets  were  then 
named  and  students  taken  by  their  bil- 
lets to  their  homes  -  Inuit  homes  where 
the  students  would  learn  Inuit  life  and 
culture  for  the  next  four  days.  Cultural 
differences  did  not  seem  even  to  exist 
as  Inuit,  Indian  and  White  mingled  and 
planned  for  the  duration  of  the  stay 
together.  We  adults  could  learn  a  won- 
derful lesson  here! 

Raised  $3,500 

After  lunch  the  students  returned  to 
school  with  their  billets  and  told  of  how 


Nothing  in  the  world  is  friendlier  than  a  wet  dog.  -  Dan  Bennett. 
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we  had  raised  the  thirty-five  hundred 
dollars  required  for  the  air  fare  -  a  trip 
which  we  began  to  plan  and  for  which 
we  began  to  raise  money  last  Septem- 
ber -  how  we  raffled  a  donated  Trans- 
air  ticket  (won  by  Sister  Fitzmaurice) ; 
how  we  gathered  bottles  every  other 
Saturday  morning  even  at  -40°  -  how 
we  had  a  dance,  bake  sales,  turkey  raf- 
fles (the  first  turkey  at  Thanksgiving 
netted  us  $410  -  possibly  the  most  ex- 
pensive egg  that  ever  hatched) ,  a  Penny 
Sale,  a  pie  auction,  a  weekly  comic  book 
sale  and  each  month  a  new  raffle  of 
donated  things  -  practically  anything 
that  wasn't  bolted  down  was  raffled! 

Then  January  saw  the  students  shovel- 
ing snow  and  babysitting  so  that  their 
wages  could  be  added  to  our  ever  in- 
creasing bank  account  and  at  the  end 
of  the  month  brought  us  our  goal.  By 
this  time  the  students  were  so  well  or- 
ganized and  were  working  so  hard  as  a 
close-knit  class  that  the  money  kept 
coming  in.  After  we  returned  from  our 
trip  we  donated  three  hundred  dollars 
to  the  Ambulance  Fund  as  our  way  of 
thanking  the  people  of  Churchill  for  sup- 
porting our  project  so  readily.  So,  we 


realized  two  objectives,  our  trip  and  a 
new  ambulance  this  year. 

Saturday  in  Rankin  was  the  scene  of 
the  annual  Ski-doo  races  and  Inuit  from 
all  over  the  Territories  arrived  for  this 
event.  A  dance  was  held  that  night  for 
our  students.  Early  Sunday  afternoon 
an  icefishing  trip  was  organized.  Adults 
and  students  began  the  eighteen  mile 
trip  by  bombardier  and  ski-doo  pulled 
komatiks.  Tea  and  bannock  were  made 
and  served  on  the  ice  at  the  campsite 
and  some  had  luck  in  catching  fish. 
Tired,  sun  and  wind  burned,  but  happy 
students  returned  to  the  Settlement  that 
night  and  had  no  trouble  getting  to  sleep 
after  the  day  in  the  fresh  air. 

Tearful  goodbyes 

Monday  morning  our  students  were 
treated  to  a  pancake  and  bacon  break- 
fast prepared  by  the  host  class.  The  rest 
of  the  morning  was  spent  buying  sou- 
venirs and  visiting  any  parts  of  the  Set- 
tlement that  they  might  have  missed  the 
previous  days.  They  also  spent  some 
time  watching  a  "forty-dog"  dog  team 
that  was  on  its  way  to  Igloolik,  and  see- 
ing the  dogs  being  fed  seal  meat  and 


Arctic  Char.  Inuit  films  were  shown  in 
the  afternoon  and  a  few  last  ski-doo 
rides  were  taken  before  it  was  time  to 
pack  and  board  the  YS-11  for  the  re- 
turn trip  to  Churchill.  The  Inuit  billets 
and  one  third  of  the  town  people  ac- 
companied us  to  the  airstrip  where  gifts 
were  exchanged  and  tearful  goodbyes 
said.  The  pilot  had  to  get  out  of  the 
plane  and  wave  the  people  from  under 
and  around  the  plane  before  he  could 
start  the  engines,  and  then  we  were  air- 
borne for  home.  This  time  the  only 
sound  inside  the  cabin  was  the  stifled 
sniffles  of  many  of  the  students  until 
finally  the  pilot  told  them  that  they 
could  visit  the  cockpit. 

Inside  the  airport  at  Churchill,  par- 
ents awaited  the  10  p.m.  arrival  of  their 
children  and  a  group  of  weary,  tanned 
and  satisfied  students  trudged  into  the 


airport  with  their  gifts,  sleeping  bags, 
luggage  and  hearts  full  of  wonderful 
memories  of  an  unforgettable  few  days 
with  the  Inuit  who  opened  their  hearts 
and  homes  to  them. 

Tuesday  morning  after  the  bell  had 
rung,  I  was  asked  by  the  class  if  we 
could  start  now  to  save  money  for  an- 
other trip  to  the  north  next  year!  I  guess 
that  was  proof  that  the  work  and  the 
trip  were  all  worthwhile.  Having  spent 
three  years  teaching  these  beautiful  Inuit 
in  Rankin  Inlet,  the  trip  for  me  was 
like  a  homecoming.  I  had  exactly  one 
free  hour  during  the  four  days  there  as 
former  students  and  adults  were  just 
always  coming  in  to  visit.  Needless  to 
say,  I  was  more  exhausted  than  the  stu- 
dents but  with  them  I  could  gladly  say, 
"Yes,  let's  start  saving  for  another  trip 
north  next  year."  □ 


SCHOOL  DAZE 

A  teacher  was  particularly  dramatic  in  describing  the  Last  Judgment:  'Thunder 
will  boom!  Great  flames  will  come  from  the  heavens!  There  will  be  earthquakes 
and  floods!  The  world  willl  split  and  swallow  millions!"  Just  then  a  little  girl 
held  up  her  hand  and  asked,  "Will  we  get  the  day  off  from  school?" 
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The  Pope  and 
the  Monsignor 

BRIGID  KNOPIC,  S.O.S. 


In  1969  the  Sisters  of  Service  operated 
Our  Lady's  Hospital  in  Vilna,  Alberta, 
and  Monsignor  Joseph  Kochan  was  the 
Pastor  in  Vilna,  at  the  time  of  Karol 
Cardinal  Wojtyla's  visit. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  met  Cardinal 
Wojtyla  at  a  big  dinner  held  for  some 
25  priests.  Bishop  Gagnon,  Bishop  of 
St,  Paul,  could  not  attend  this  dinner  as 
he  was  in  hospital  with  a  broken  leg. 
The  sisters  had  helped  the  ladies  of  the 
parish  to  prepare  this  banquet.  Little 
did  they  realize  that  the  honored  guests 
would  be  elected  to  the  highest  office  in 
the  Church,  before  the  close  of  the 
decade. 

This  was  not  the  first  time  that  the 
Monsignor  had  met  our  Holy  Father. 
Father  Kochan  was  sent  to  a  parish  in 
Belgium  after  his  ordination  and  it  was 
there  that  Father  first  met  Father  Woj- 
tyla, who  was  ordained  eight  years  after 
Father  Kochan.  Some  years  after  his 
ordination  Father  Wojtyla  was  sent  to 


take  care  of  the  miners  in  the  area  where 
Father  Kochan  was  the  parish  priest  so 
he  called  on  him  to  ask  permission  to 
work  in  his  area.  This  was  their  first 
meeting.  They  had  both  come  from 
Cracow.  Father  Kochan  said  that  from 
the  very  beginning  it  was  noticeable  that 
Father  Wojtyla  was  an  outstanding  per- 
son. Later  he  became  the  Bishop  and 
then  Archbishop  of  Cracow  but  always 
these  two  priests  were  friends.  As  Father 
Kochan  was  only  on  loan  to  the  diocese 
of  St.  Paul,  Alberta,  he  never  left  his 
diocese.  Thus  Msgr.  Kochan  belonged  to 
the  Diocese  of  Cracow  in  Poland  which 
was  under  the  new  Pope's  jurisdiction. 

During  the  intervening  years  many 
letters  have  been  exchanged  by  these 
two  men;  and  also  with  a  mutual  friend 
from  Cracow  who  now  resides  in  Gey- 
ser, Montana,  Msgr.  J.  Gluszek. 

Monsignor  Kochan  was  honored  with 
an  invitation  to  a  private  audience  on 
October  26th  last.  When  the  Msgr.  went 
to  the  Installation  of  the  Holy  Father  he 
never  dreamt  that  he  would  get  to  see 
him  personally  but  some  good  friends 
arranged  this  for  him  and  the  Holy 
Father  arranged  to  have  the  photos 
taken. 

The  Monsignor  describes  John  Paul  II 
as  kind,  and  gentle,  a  man  who  in  spite 
of  his  anti-communist  feelings  in  a 
country  behind  the  iron  curtain,  never- 
theless is  willing  to  listen  and  deal 
reasonably  with  the  issues  before  him. 
He  has  a  great  love  for  humanity  and 
is  highly  intelligent.  He  has  mastered 
several  languages,  English,  French, 
Spanish,  Greek  and  Polish. 

Monsignor  Kochan  is  very  proud  of 
the  election  of  John  Paul  II  but  think- 
ing of  the  Pope's  big  task  and  knowing 
his  senses  of  responsibility  worries  him. 
And  well  might  he;  so  why  not  join 
with  the  Monsignor  and  pray  regularly 
for  the  Holy  Father's  intentions.  □ 
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A  friend  may  well  be  reckoned 
a  masterpiece  of- nature. 
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In  Praise  of 
Benefactors 

MARY  MacDOUGALL,  S.O.S. 

In  1944  the  Sisters  of  Service  were 
asked  to  take  a  mission  in  Rycroft,  Al- 
berta; our  work  being  to  teach  in  the 
Rycroft  Public  School  and  to  operate  a 
dormitory  for  out-of-town  students.  Sis- 
ters were  hard  to  find  (as  they  are  now) 
but  we  managed  to  make  a  beginning 
with  two  Sisters  -  Sister  Mary  Quinn 
and  Sister  Waltrude  Donnelly.  Sister 
Quinn  was  to  supervise  the  dormitory, 
Sister  Donnelly  to  teach. 

In  those  far-off  days  there  was  just 
one  thing  harder  to  find  than  Sisters  - 
and  that  was  money.  Salaries  were  either 
microscopic  or  non-existent.  But,  since 
the  Lord  is  over  all  His  works,  He  ar- 
ranged some  wonderful  benefactors  to 
assist  us.  Our  first  acquaintance  in  Ry- 
croft was  Mrs.  Lydia  Jalbert  and  she 
proved  to  be  a  most  faithful  and  gen- 
erous friend  during  our  years  there. 
Many  gifts  of  various  kinds  came  to  us 
from  Mrs.  Jalbert  -  vegetables  in  season, 
holiday  gifts  of  cooking,  homemade 
candy  and  many  other  favors.  She  was 
always  alert  and  responsive  to  our  needs. 
Mrs.  Jalbert  has  now  left  this  earthly 
scene.  May  her  dear  soul  rest  in  peace! 

Generous  and  helpful 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Samuel  Boudreault,  who 
lived  on  a  farm  near  the  town,  were 
also  most  generous  and  helpful.  At  that 
time  there  was  as  yet  no  water  system 
in  Rycroft.  Doing  laundry  was  a  prob- 
lem. Mrs.  Boudreault  invited  us  to  bring 
our  laundry  to  the  farm  on  Mondays 
and  do  it  with  hers.  We  did  so  and  this 
arrangement  lasted  for  several  years. 


Mr.  and  Mrs.  Samuel  Boudreault 


Mrs.  Lydia  Jalbert 


She  too  was  most  generous  with  gifts  of 
vegetables,  canned  fruit  and  delicious 
treats  of  her  home  cooking.  On  retiring 
from  their  farm,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bou- 
dreault went  to  live  at  Villa  Beau  Sejour 
in  Falher,  Alberta.  Mr.  Boudreault 
planted  and  cared  for  a  large  garden 
there  for  several  years,  which  supplied 
the  Villa  with  vegetables.  He  also  had 
another  fascinating  hobby  -  he  loved 
boats,  having  worked  on  the  river  boats 
in  Quebec  in  his  youth.  He  now  began 
to  make  small  boats,  complete  in  every 
detail.  They  were  beautiful  and  won 
many  prizes  at  local  fairs.  Mr.  Bou- 
dreault recently  passed  away  but  Mrs. 
Boudreault  still  lives  at  the  Villa. 

Words  are  poor  things  and  oftener 
than  not  fall  far  short  of  expressing  our 
gratitude  to  these  wonderful  benefac- 
tors. We  can  only  pray  the  Lord  to  re- 
ward them  for  what  they  did  for  us  in 
His  name.  May  we  never  forget  them 
until  "by  our  prayers  we  have  conducted 
them  into  the  house  of  the  Lord". 
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World  Day  of  Prayer  at  Clarenville,  Nfld. 


On  March  2nd  the  Roman  Catholics  of 
Clarenville  hosted  the  "World  Day  of 
Prayer"  under  the  leadership  of  Mrs. 
Marie  Norcott,  at  the  Clarenville  Ele- 
mentary School  as  the  Church  of  Our 
Lady  of  Fatima  was  considered  too 
small  to  accommodate  the  number  ex- 
pected to  attend  this  function. 

In  the  name  of  the  Parish  Sister  Mag- 
dalen Barton,  S.O.S.  welcomed  the  as- 
sembly of  Pastors  and  Christians  of 
Clarenville  -  Shoal  Harbour.  In  her 
address  Sister  recalled  that  the  "World 
Day  of  Prayer"  was  an  annual  event, 
sponsored  by  the  Women's  Interchurch 
Council  of  Canada,  not  only  in  Canada 
but  in  approximately  165  countries  of 
the  world. 

"Needs  of  our  time" 

The  guest  speaker  was  Miss  Fern  Pike, 
R.N.,  a  dedicated  Christian  missionary 
nurse  and  former  resident  of  Claren- 
ville, who  was  introduced  by  Mrs. 
Bertha  Abbott.  Some  of  the  "needs  of 
our  time"  were  graphically  demonstrat- 
ed by  Miss  Pike  illustrating  the  great 
works  of  charity  performed  at  the  Sal- 
vation Army  Missionary  Hospital  and 
School  Compound  in  Zambia.  Here  the 
lepers  are  able  to  gain  and  retain  a 
sense  of  dignity  through  the  useful  trades 


being  taught  them,  such  as  weaving, 
carpentry  and  pottery.  Miss  Pike  said 
that  despite  their  sufferings  these  lepers 
were  always  cheerful  and  smiling  -  and 
a  constant  source  of  inspiration  to  doc- 
tors, nurses  and  associates. 

The  scripture  readings  were  given  by 
representatives  of  the  various  churches 
viz.  Anglican,  Roman  Catholic,  Salva- 
tion Army,  and  United  Church. 

Inspirational  music  set  a  prayerful 
mood  for  the  celebration.  "Go,  Tell 
Everyone"  was  sung  by  Mrs.  Madeline 
Salter  and  Mrs.  Gloria  Harris;  "Amaz- 
ing Grace"  a  solo  by  Mrs.  Eloise  Martin. 

Mrs.  Norcott  offered  prayers  for  the 
special  needs  of  our  country  and  our 
community;  also  thanked  Miss  Pike  for 
her  illustrated  talk,  the  soloist,  the  or- 
ganist and  choir  members;  the  readers 
from  the  five  participating  Churches; 
and  Sister  Agnes  Hearn,  S.O.S.  for  ar- 
ranging the  program. 

The  program  closed  with  Mrs.  Nor- 
cott reciting  Ephesians  3:20,21.  'To  him 
whose  power  now  at  work  in  us  can  do 
immeasurably  more  than  we  ask  or 
imagine  -  to  him  be  glory  in  the  church 
and  in  Christ  Jesus  through  all  genera- 
tions, world  without  end.  Amen.' 

The  Monitor  □ 


FOUR  THINGS 

Four  things  a  man  must  learn  to  do 
If  he  would  make  his  record  true: 
To  think  without  confusion  clearly; 
To  love  his  fellow-man  sincerely; 
To  act  from  honest  motives  purely; 
To  trust  in  God  and  Heaven  securely. 

HENRY  VAN  DYKE 
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sist mx I  of  ix service 


Invite  young  Catholic  women  who  are  trained 
professionally,  technically  or  in  secretarial 
skills,  to  consider  joining  them  as  missionary 
sisters  working  in  Canada  from  coast-to-coast, 
wherever  - 


the  needs  are  deep, 
the  challenges  great, 
the  workers  few. 


We  work  from  the  Northwest  Territories  to 
Southern  Ontario,  from  Vancouver  to  the  out- 
posts of  Newfoundland. 


For  information,  write: 


10  MONTCREST  BLVD. 
TORONTO,  ONT. 
M4K  1J7 

Telephone  (416)  461-7558 


sisters 


service 


The  sun  and  moon 
are  not  mirrored 
in  cloudy 
waters, 


thus  the 

Almighty 
cannot  be 
mirrored 


in  a  heart 

that  is  obsessed 
by  the  idea 

of  "me  and  mine". 

-  Sri  Ramakrishna 
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EMMETT  CARDINAL  CARTER 

ONCE  again  we  have  occasion  to  offer  the  good  wishes  of  the 
Sisters  of  Service  of  Canada  to  our  Archbishop,  Emmett 
Cardinal  Carter.  We  wish  him  God's  blessing  on  all  his  services 
for  the  greater  glory  of  God  and  His  Church. 

The  grass  withereth,  the  flower  fadeth;  but  the  word  of  our  God 
shall  stand  forever. 

Isaiah  40:8 

Without  vision  people  perish. 

Emmett  Cardinal  Carter 
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rom  the 


RECENTLY  I  purchased  four  small  articles  at  eight  cents  each,  in  one  of  our 
large  department  stores.  You  just  wouldn't  believe  the  amount  of  time 
it  took  the  clerk  to  register  the  sale  on  the  cash  register-cum-calculator. 
I  already  had  figured  out  the  amount  and  laid  the  correct  change  on  the 
counter  while  the  clerk  still  had  her  last  and  possibly  second  last  eight  cents 
to  ring  up. 

Does  it  make  you  think  when  you  see  the  vast  array  of  calculators  or  com- 
puters on  display  in  the  various  stores?  It  does  me  -  and  on  back  to  the  pre- 
years  of  World  War  II.  At  that  time  I  worked  in  the  Customs  and  Excise  Ac- 
counts Branch  in  Ottawa,  and  later  transferred  to  Central  Accounts  in  the 
Treasury  Board  -  an  era  of  IBM  Key  Punch,  Tabulator  and  Computer  experi- 
ences. At  the  time  of  installation  of  the  then-sophisticated  equipment  the 
IBM  officials  placed  a  plaque  on  the  wall;  it  was  the  IBM  motto:  "THINK." 

And  now  I  wonder,  "Was  it  to  be  the  end  of  'thinking  for  ourselves'  with 
a  sinister  warning  to  do  our  thinking  NOW  (now  long  gone)  -  an  ominous 
prelude  to  these  fantastic  machines  with  memory  banks,  etc.,  or  was  it  a 
reminder  for  the  machines  to  do  our  thinking  for  us? 

What  was  the  great  French  sculptor  Auguste  Rodin's  thinking  when  he 
created  "The  Thinker"?  Rodin  also  made  a  statue,  "Man  With  a  Broken 
Nose";  but  the  former  seems  to  have  been  his  piece  de  resistance.  (Were 
thinkers  a  rarity  then  too?) 

Remember  Life  is  the  burning,  not  the  candle  nor  the  wick. 


THINK 


//  there  is  right  in  the  soul, 
There  will  be  beauty  in  the  person, 
If  there  is  beauty  in  the  person, 
There  will  be  harmony  in  the  home; 
If  there  is  harmony  in  the  home, 
There  will  be  order  in  the  nation; 
If  there  is  order  in  the  nation, 
There  will  be  peace  in  the  world. 


Chinese  Proverb 
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Steering  Committee 

MARY  PHILLIPS,  S.O.S. 


A  Steering  Committee  was  appointed 
by  the  Administration  following  a  large 
group  meeting  last  summer  which  had 
identified  priority  concerns  among  the 
sisters  and  the  needs  of  the  Community. 
Six  areas  of  study  had  been  designated 
and  the  Steering  Committee  began  its 
work  last  September  by  sending  out 
study  materials  necessitating  a  response. 
These  responses  were  synthesized  and 
sent  back  to  the  Sisters. 

To  accomplish  the  work,  the  Steering 
Committee  -  Sisters  Pat  Burke,  Clare 
Gilmore,  Anna  McNally  and  Mary  Phil- 
lips -  used  the  route  of  the  early  ex- 
plorers, travelling  in  one-engine  planes 
instead  of  canoes.  (Have  you  ever  tried 
counting  moose  from  a  plane?) 

Peter  Pond,  two  hundred  years  ago, 
was  the  first  to  travel  the  wooded 
countryside  which  surrounded  many 
sparkling  northern  lakes  and  fast-flowing 
rivers  from  LaLoche,  Saskatchewan,  an 
isolated  Chippewyan  community,  to  Fort 
McMurray,  Alberta,  the  home  of  the 
Tar  Sands.  Our  travels  were  a  few  hund- 


red feet  up  where  the  wind  and  rain 
blow  free.  We  all  had  full-time  employ- 
ment in  school  districts  and  a  social 
service  agency,  so  our  Committee  work 
was  done  over  weekends.  After  plan- 
ning how  we  could  accomplish  our  task, 
the  "think  tank"  went  into  operation,  fol- 
lowed by  the  clack  of  typewriters,  the 
whir  of  the  Xerox,  the  click  of  staplers 
and  the  snap  of  envelopes,  followed  in 
turn  by  the  roaring  of  the  plane's  engine 
to  remind  us  we  were  expected  out  at 
the  airstrip  for  our  return  trip  -  rain  or 
shine! 

After  a  very  challenging  year,  a  final 
report  Profile  '79  was  prepared  and 
given  at  this  summer's  meeting.  In  retro- 
spect, it's  been  great  working  with 
creative,  clear-thinking,  "sticktuitive" 
people! 

"Hope  is  agrowin',  that's  what  we 

planted, 
Started  spreadin'  all  around, 
Watched  it  fill  this  little  town. 
Yes,  hope  is  agrowin'  here". 

(From  "Reap"  author  unknown) 
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Flying  over  La  Loche,  Sask. 


Mary  Phillips  and  Pat  Burke  'hard  at  it' 
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S.O.S.  Vow  Ceremony 
And  Open  Chapter 

ELLAZINK,  S.O.S. 


A  week  of  prayer  and  study  in  Open 
Chapter  for  69  Sisters  of  Service  cul- 
minated on  July  15th  in  the  profession 
of  vows  by  Sisters  Peggy  McFadden 
(Buctouche,  N.B.)  and  Mary  Ellen 
Francoeur  (Montreal,  Que.).  The  vow 
ceremony  occurred  during  a  concele- 
brated  mass  in  the  chapel  of  the  Scar- 
borough Foreign  Mission  Fathers  where 
the  Sisters  had  held  their  week-long 
meeting. 

At  the  same  ceremony  three  Silver 
Jubilarians,  Sisters  Anna  McNally  (Calu- 
met Island,  Que.),  Mary  Haider  (Cher- 
hill,  Alta.)  and  Molly  Andrews  (Tor- 
onto, Ont.),  and  three  Golden  Jubi- 
larians, Sisters  Margaret  Morgan  (Glas- 
gow, Scotland),  Margaret  Murphy, 
(Emerson,  Man.)  and  Domitilla  Mor- 
rison (Sydney,  N.S.)  renewed  their 
vows. 

This  was  the  second  phase  of  the 
S.O.S.  Open  Chapter  which  began  in 
1978  with  Father  Conleth  Overmann, 
CP.,  of  Cincinnati,  acting  as  animator. 

Traditionally  the  Sisters  of  Service 
hold  a  Chapter  every  four  years  to  which 
10  percent  of  the  total  membership  is 
elected  as  delegates.  These  delegates, 
with  the  members  of  the  General  Ad- 
ministration, have  formed  the  General 
Chapter. 

Voted  for  Open  Chapter 

Two  years  ago  the  sisters  voted  for  an 
Open  Chapter,  the  initial  phase  of  which 
was  held  in  1978.  An  Open  Chapter  is 
one  to  which  any  sister  who  wishes  or  is 
able  to  may  attend. 


In  1978  the  Sisters  of  Service,  in  small 
groups  and  in  plenary  sessions,  decided 
upon  topics  which  were  sufficiently  vital 
to  the  future  of  the  Institute  to  warrant 
in-depth  study.  A  Steering  Committee 
was  appointed  to  coordinate  the  results 
of  studies  which  went  on  through  the 
year  wherever  there  were  Sisters  of 
Service. 

Through  a  feedback  process  for  which 
the  Steering  Committee  was  responsible, 
each  sister  was  kept  informed  of  where 
the  various  studies  were  and  when  the 
group  assembled  on  July  8th,  1979,  they 
were  equipped  with  a  set  of  "profiles" 
of  those  issues  which  had  emerged  as 
having  priority  for  further  study  and 
decision  during  the  week's  work. 

Some  non-issues 

Inevitably  some  issues  turned  out  to  be 
non-issues  and  by  a  further  process  of 
elimination  the  group  decided  upon  a 
much  more  restricted  area  of  study  for 
the  coming  year.  A  new  Steering  Com- 
mittee will  be  appointed  together  with 
two  task-forces  to  do  specific  one-topic 
studies  on  which  they  will  report. 

This  exercise  is  being  very  beneficial 
to  the  Sisters  of  Service.  They  have 
learned  to  know  one  another  much  bet- 
ter, to  dialogue,  to  agreeably  disagree,  to 
change  their  minds  and  to  grow  in 
effective  and  far-reaching  ways.  As  they 
start  back  to  their  various  missions  the 
consensus  is:  The  process  is  worthwhile, 
it  is  helping  to  keep  us  abreast  of  the 
Post- Vatican  II  Church,  it  is  preparing 
us  for  the  twenty-first  century. 
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Sisters  Peggy  McFadden  and      Renewal  of  Vows:  (Silver  Jubilarians)  Sisters 
Mary  Ellen  Francoeur  -  Anna  McNally,  Molly  Andrews  and  Mary  Haider; 

First  Profession  (Golden  Jubilarians)  Sisters  Domitilla  Morrison, 

Margaret  Murphy  and  Margaret  Morgan 


Sisters  of  Service  at  Open  Chapter 


Guests  at  Open  House  -  former  residents  of  Girls'  Residence 
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PRAYER 
OF  AN 

AGING    Dearest  Lord, 

Teach  me  to  grow  old  gracefully. 
MISSIONARY    Help  me  to  see 

That  my  community  does  me  no  wrong 

When  gradually  it  takes  from  me  my  duties; 

When  it  no  longer  seems  to  seek  my  views . . . 
Rid  me  of  my  pride 

In  all  the  "wisdom"  I  have  learned. 
Rid  me  of  the  illusion  that  I  am  indispensable 
Help  me 

In  this  gradual  detachment  from  earthly  things 
To  grasp  the  meaning  of  Your  law  of  time. 
Teach  me 

In  this  turn-over  of  work  and  workers, 
To  discern  a  striking  expression 
Of  life's  constant  renewal 
Under  the  impulse  of  Your  Providence. 
And  please,  Lord, 
Let  me  still  be  useful, 

Contributing  to  the  world  my  optimism, 
Contributing  my  prayers 

To  the  joyful  fervor  and  courage  of  those 
Who  now  take  their  turn  at  the  helm  . . . 
Let  my  life-style  now  become 

One  of  humbly  serene  contact 
With  the  world  in  change, 
Shedding  no  tears  for  the  past; 
Making  of  my  human  sufferings 

A  gift  of  reparation  to  all  my  brothers. 
Let  my  leaving  action's  field 
Be  simple  and  natural 

Like  a  glowing,  cheerful  sunset. 
Oh,  Lord,  forgive  me 
If  only  now, 
In  my  tranquility, 

I  begin  to  know  how  much  You  love  me, 
How  much  You've  helped  me. 
And  now,  finally, 

May  I  have  a  clear,  a  deep  understanding 

Of  the  joyful  destiny  You  have  prepared, 

Guiding  my  every  step 

From  the  first  day  of  my  life. 
Lord,  teach  me  to  grow  old . . . 

Just  so. 
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Parenting 
Today  for 
Tomorrow 

Margaret  Ready,  S.O.S. 


Reprint  from  Moncton  Transcript,  with 
covering  note  from  editor  of  that  paper: 

"Following  is  the  second  of  a  five-part 
series  written  by  members  of  the  Family 
Enrichment  and  Counselling  Service, 
Int.,  in  cooperation  with  the  Canadian 
Commission  for  International  Year  of 
the  Child.  The  agency's  staff,  who 
authored  the  articles,  is  comprised  of 
professional  social  workers  and  trained 
therapists.  The  series  deals  with  various 
aspects  of  raising  children,  as  well  as  the 
general  role  of  today's  family." 


"American  families  are  developing  the 
personalities  who  will  determine  what 
type  of  society  our  nation  will  have  for 
tomorrow."  J.  EDGAR  HOOVER 

Historically  speaking,  Mr.  Hoover's 
words  are  true  of  families  anywhere 
because,  as  a  social  institution,  the 
family  is  universal,  the  oldest  and  the 
most  stable.  It  is  in  the  family  situation 
that  personalities  are  moulded,  not  only 
because  parent-child  relationships  are 
prototypes  of  adult  situations,  but  also 
because  the  child  assimilates  the  be- 
haviour and  attitudes  of  the  parent  or 
parents. 

The  greatest  gift 

Self-esteem  is  learned  within  the  family. 
It  is  not  easy  to  give  the  child  feelings  of 
self-esteem,  but  it  is  the  greatest  gift  or 
heritage  we  can  give  them.  Parenting 
then  is  a  unique  and  tremendous  task 
since  personalities  are  being  developed 
that  will  determine  the  type  of  society 
our  nation  will  have  tomorrow. 

George  Herbert  Mead,  a  philosopher 
and  psychologist  of  the  early  years  of 
this  century  had  a  theory  about  how 


Even  a  journey  of  a  thousand  miles  begins  with  a  single  step  -  Chinese  Proverb 
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people  discover  who  they  are.  He  said 
that  each  person  in  a  child's  life  is  a  kind 
of  mirror.  Children  learn  who  they  are 
by  watching  others  in  their  lives  react  to 
them.  When  parents  smile  and  laugh, 
children  imagine  that  they  are  sources  of 
joy  and  happiness.  When  parents  frown 
and  show  anger,  children  imagine  they 
are  sources  of  sadness  and  hostility.  This 
process  of  learning  who  we  are  through 
the  looking  glass  of  others  makes  good 
sense.  However,  it  does  not  end  in  child- 
hood. Even  though  we  have  been  forti- 
fied by  a  childhood  in  which  we  learned 
only  good  from  the  looking  glass,  we  can 
lose  our  vision  of  ourselves  if  life  treats 
us  too  harshly  and  refuses  to  give  us 
pleasant  images  of  ourselves. 

Generally,  we  can  summon  the 
strength  to  cope  with  life's  ups  and 
downs  and  survive  when  the  going  gets 
rough. 

Parents  want  their  children  to  grow  up 
and  be  responsible  citizens,  happy  hus- 
bands and  wives  and  in  their  turn,  good 
parents.  They  want  their  children  to  find 
as  complete  self-fulfillment  as  possible 
through  a  rich  satisfaction  of  their  basic 
needs  -  no  one  else  can  furnish  the  same 
secure  foundation  for  the  child's  "right" 
decisions  than  the  model  parent  (natural 
or  foster  parent)  who  accepts  the  child 
unconditionally.  It  is  upon  this  founda- 
tion that  the  child's  responsible  behavior 
at  adulthood  must  rest. 

Many  changes 

Parent-child  relationships  start  at  the 
neonate  stage  of  helplessness  and  de- 
pendency to  adolescence  and  maturity 
which  involves  many  changes  in  the  life 
of  both  parent  and  child.  There  is  no 
institution  that  can  match  the  family  in 
its  power  to  satisfy  basic  human  needs. 


What  an  awesome  but  rewarding  voca- 
tion! 

In  my  opinion,  today's  parents  face  an 
even  greater  challenge  than  parents  of 
the  earlier  years  of  this  century  -  the 
increasing  rate  of  change  in  conditions 
of  living  due  to  the  explosion  of  knowl- 
edge, technological  advances  and  the 
growth  of  automation.  One  example 
being  the  influence  of  TV  and  radio  - 
the  audio-visual  dimension  or  the  third 
parent  in  the  home. 

In  1976,  the  Vanier  Institute  of  The 
Family,  in  their  presentation  to  the  Royal 
Commission  on  Violence  in  the  Com- 
munications Industry,  by  the  Ontario 
Government,  expressed  concerns  about 
how  violence  in  the  media  affects 
families  and  persons  today.  The  in- 
fluence of  television  on  family  living 
patterns  was  of  particular  concern.  To 
quote:  "Television  in  the  home  does 
affect  relationships;  first  of  all,  because 
it  is  a  permanent  guest.  With  a  human 
guest,  we  plan  our  time  with  events  and 
conversations  which  does  not  occur  with 
television.  We  watch  television  together 
and  become  insulated  from  one  another. 
Unlike  a  book  which  can  be  picked  up 
and  put  down  when  a  crisis  arises,  tele- 
vision cannot  be  interrupted  just  to  deal 
with  a  problem  because  a  portion  of  the 
program  is  lost.  Since  television  viewing 
becomes  such  a  constant  part  of  our 
lives,  then  the  frustration  in  relationships 
can  only  increase  at  a  continuing  rate." 

Personally,  I  know  a  couple  who  be- 
gan to  have  problems  with  their  four- 
year-old  who  changed  from  a  happy, 
contented  child  to  a  fearful  and  very 
unhappy  child.  Some  time  elapsed  and 
some  painful  moments  for  the  parents 
before  mother  realized  that  the  source  of 
the  child's  unhappiness  was  her  favorite 


God  does  not  choose  those  who  are  fit  for  His  work  -  He  fits  those  whom  He  chooses 
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TV  soap  opera.  While  she  relaxed  with 
the  afternoon  program,  her  child,  though 
seemingly  occupied  with  her  own  play, 
was  absorbing  the  marital  problems  con- 
tained in  another  world.  This  four-year- 
old  began  to  suspect  Daddy  did  not  love 
Mommy  anymore  and,  like  the  people 
on  TV,  might  leave  them  to  live  with 
someone  else. 

Little  training 

Dr.  Fitzhugh  Dobson  in  his  book  How 
to  Parent  says  that  contemporary  society 
gives  little  training  to  parents  and  it  is 
the  hardest  job  in  our  society.  He  con- 
tends that  parenting  is  a  combination  of 
24-hour-a-day  psychologist  and  teacher. 
While  Dr.  Thomas  Gordon,  a  psychia- 
trist and  author  of  Parent  Effectiveness 
Training  (a  communication  and  parent- 
ing program)  puts  it  succinctly:  "Parents 
are  blamed  and  not  trained". 

A  wise  man  gave  the  following  advice 
to  new  parents:  "Love  one  another,  then 
you  can  take  on  the  life-long  task  of  con- 
vincing children  of  their  inner-worth 
and  goodness."  This  touches  a  deep  need 
of  the  human  heart  because  every  man, 
woman,  and  child  craves  to  be  accepted 
and  valued.  Acceptance,  to  be  healthy, 
must  be  done  unconditionally  -  that  is 
accepting,  all  without  denying  or  glos- 
sing over  any  defects  or  insufficiencies. 
Personalities  need  the  warm  touch  of  an- 
other to  blossom  and  mature.  Virginia 
Satir,  a  family  therapist,  coined  the 
phrase  -  "I  am  me  and  I  am  okay." 

I  am  convinced  that  a  child's  feelings 
of  self-worth  are  learned  in  the  family. 
It  is  through  identification  and  imitation, 
which  is  usually  an  unconscious  process, 
that  the  child  takes  as  his  own  the  atti- 
tudes and  behaviour  of  adults.  And  this 
significant  adult  is  usually  the  parent  - 


particularly  in  the  early  formative  years. 
This  fact  often  worries  parents  because 
they  do  not  feel  adequate  or  confident. 
After  some  years  of  working  with  fami- 
lies, I  know  we  can  unlearn  wrong  ideas 
and  attitudes  and  learn  new  ways  and 
it  is  never  too  late  to  begin.  Knowing 
change  is  possible  and  wanting  to  do  it 
are  the  first  two  steps. 

Look  to  priorities 

Parents  would  do  well  to  look  at  the 
priorities  in  their  lifestyle.  How  much 
time  and  energy  is  given  to  each  of  the 
five  major  phases  of  their  lives:  self, 
family,  job,  community  and  leisure.  Par- 
ents in  the  two-parent  family  need  also 
to  consider  how  they  share  parenthood. 
Parents  are  the  child's  first  models  and 
teachers.  Rudolph  Dreikurs,  M.D.,  in  his 
book  The  Challenge  of  Child  Training 
states  this  quite  emphatically.  He  believes 
that  the  behavior  of  the  parents  not  only 
influences  the  present  parent-child  rela- 
tionship, but  the  whole  future  of  the 
child.  "It  is  the  most  important  single 
factor  in  his  development." 

Parenting  is  the  most  fulfilling  task  in 
the  world  but  also  the  most  challenging 
in  today's  society.  In  recent  years,  there 
has  been  an  attempt  to  provide  help  for 
both  parent  and  child  through  books  and 
programs  on  parenting  and  communica- 
tion. Parents  can  probably  continue  to 
fulfill  their  role  without  ever  reading  a 
book  or  taking  part  in  a  development 
program.  On  the  other  hand,  why  not 
use  helps  available;  especially  in  today's 
modern  world  when  parents  are  com- 
peting with  so  many  outside  influences. 

In  this  Year  of  the  Child,  we  are  urged 
and  encouraged  to  renew  our  concern 
and  efforts  for  children  -  our  world's 
most  precious  resource.  □ 


Nothing  so  needs  reforming  as  other  people's  habits.  -  Mark  Twain 
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The  International  Year 
of  the  Child 


Children,  reflecting  their  heavenly  Father's  infinite  variety, 
come  in  a  charming,  delightful,  and  bewildering  assortment. 

GOD  BLESS  THEM  ALL! 
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Percy  Bellini  and  His  Year 

COLLEEN  STEELE  * 

■^^hhhhhhhh     Percy.  Percy  Bellini.  The  name  meant  nothing 

to  his  father  Anthony  Bellini.  Nothing  to  the 
I  small  town  of  Ketcham. 

"Percy.  Percy,  get  in  the  house  right  this 
minute,"  shouted  Tina  Bellini. 
K         jm  "Yah,  Ma,  I'm  comin',"  replied  Percy,  run- 

B         V|  ning  to  the  shack  he  and  his  mother  lived  in 

BP  1H  since  his  father  left  them. 

As  Percy  walked  into  the  house,  he  felt  his 
V  H         mother's  piercing  eyes  upon  him.  "What  did  you 

do  with  my  typewriter,  you  little  wretch?" 

"I,  I,  um  ...  I  sold  it  off  at  a  pawn  shop  yes- 
terday to  buy  my  lunch  and  a  hockey  stick," 
stuttered  Percy. 

"What  gives  you  the  right  to  sell  your  mother's  belongings  like  that,  when  she 
works  her  ringers  to  the  bone  for  you?"  yelled  Mrs.  Bellini.  "Get  out  of  my  house 
right  now,  you  stealing  little  brat!" 

Percy  picked  up  his  little  bag  and  ran  out  of  the  shack,  merely  wearing  a  light 
jacket. 

"Some  great  deal,"  thought  Percy  aloud.  "It's  International  Year  of  the  Child  and 
my  ma  kicks  me  out.  What  can  a  ten  year  old  do  to  eat?" 

Percy  began  to  walk  into  town.  As  he  entered  Ketcham,  he  heard  frolicky  music 
playing  and  saw  children  dancing  around,  and  playing  games.  Percy  walked  up  to 
the  gayly  decorated  street  and  a  policeman  grabbed  him.  "Hey  son,  you  can't  go 
there.  Your  parents  didn't  contribute  anything  for  the  Year  of  the  Child  celebra- 
tion today.  And  why  don't  you  have  a  warm  jacket  on,  it's  twenty  below,  you'll 
freeze!  Hey,  boy  .  . ." 

Percy  ran  off.  He  ran  till  he  could  run  no  further.  When  he  stopped  he  could 
hardly  catch  his  breath.  Percy  sat  down  and  leaned  on  a  garbage  can.  He  shivered. 
Later  he  felt  a  warming  sensation  washing  over  him.  He  felt  dreamy,  dreamy,  as  if 
he  was  floating  away  .  .  .  away  .  .  .  away  .  .  . 

Percy  Bellini's  small  body  was  found  on  the  outskirts  of  town  by  two  police 
officers  just  going  on  duty. 

"Probably  froze  to  death.  Year  of  the  Child,  huh,"  said  one  officer  disgustedly. 

The  other  officer  stood  silent.  □ 

*  Grade  8,  High  Level  School,  Alberta;  winner  in  the  Chamber  of  Commerce  Writing 
Competition. 


Every  time  a  man  uses  his  mind  he  strengthens  it. 
Every  time  a  man  uses  his  courage  he  makes  it  greater. 

(cobot) 
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Golden  Jubilarian 


SISTER  DOMITILLA  MORRISON 

Sister  Domitilla  Morrison  was  born  in  Sydney,  N.S.,  of 
Scottish  ancestry.  After  graduating  from  High  School,  she 
came  to  Toronto  to  become  a  Sister  of  Service,  on  May 
14th,  1929. 

During  the  years  since  that  time  Sister  had  been  mission- 
ed in  Halifax,  N.S.,  Winnipeg,  and  Camp  Morton,  Man.; 
Fargo  and  Grand  Forks,  N.D.,  U.S.A.;  Regina,  Sask.; 
Rycroft,  Alta.;  and  Toronto. 

Sister  has  been  involved  mostly  in  teaching  and  cate- 
chetical work,  and  was  also  a  worker  in  the  early  days  of 
the  Toronto  Settlement  House;  and  at  the  Girls'  Residence 
in  Halifax. 

In  1945  Sister  Morrison  was  appointed  Novice  Mistress  at  our  Novitiate,  then 
at  60  Glen  Road,  Toronto.  Here  Sister  alone  had  the  direction  of  the  Novitiate 
and  had  the  duty  to  provide  for  the  formation  of  the  Novices;  instructing  them  in 
the  religious  state,  the  practice  of  the  vows  and  how  to  make  mental  and  vocal 
prayer.  Sister  Morrison  served  in  this  position  nine  years. 

Since  1969  Sister  Morrison  has  been  in  Toronto  as  the  Community  Librarian 
and  Archivist  at  the  Motherhouse  at  10  Montcrest  Boulevard. 
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Silver  Jubilarians 


SISTER  MOLLY  ANDREWS 


Sister  Molly  Andrews  was  born  in  Toronto,  Ontario;  a 
parishioner  of  St.  Clair's  Parish. 

Much  of  Sister's  religious  life  has  been  spent  in  Toronto: 
two  years  at  Sancta  Maria  House;  2Vi  years  at  the  Catholic 
Children's  Aid,  Family  Services;  2l/i  years  at  the  Rehabili- 
tation Centre,  Alcoholic  Unit  at  Fred  Victor  Mission.  For 
ten  years  Sister  was  in  Winnipeg  where  she  worked  with 
hard-to-manage  boys. 

For  the  past  two  years  she  has  been  assistant  to  the 


a Superior  at  St.  Catharines  Residence  helping  in  the  care 
of  our  retired  and  ailing  sisters. 


SISTER  ANNA  McNALLY 


Anna  McNally  was  born  at  Calumet  Island,  Quebec.  After 
graduating  from  High  School  Anna  went  to  Ottawa  where 
she  first  met  the  Sisters  of  Service  and  in  July  1954  she 
entered  the  S.O.S.  Novitiate  in  Toronto. 

After  attending  St.  Joseph's  Teachers'  College  in  Mont- 
real, she  was  transferred  to  Saskatoon  where  she  continued 
her  studies,  obtaining  B.A.  and  B.Ed,  degrees.  Further 
studies  included  a  year  of  Theology  at  the  University  of 
Windsor,  Windsor,  Ontario,  and  one  year  in  the  Masters 
Program  in  Adult  Education  at  the  Ontario  Institute  for 
Further  Studies  in  Education  (O.I.S.E.),  Toronto. 


Her  teaching  experience  is  almost  Canada-wide  -  Peace 
River,  Alberta;  Saskatoon,  Saskatchewan;  and  North  West  River,  Labrador.  Sister 
has  just  completed  four  years  in  Administration  at  Ducharme  School,  La  Loche, 
Saskatchewan,  and  is  now  looking  forward  to  a  new  assignment,  starting  in  Sep- 
tember, as  Principal  of  St.  Pascal  School,  Green  Lake,  Saskatchewan.  □ 
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C'est 
la  vie 

/  don't  remember  growing  old  — 
The  weeks,  the  months,  the  years 
Slid  down  the  road  that  meets  the  sea  — 
They  were  not  mine  to  hold. 

The  Sea  of  Time  with  mighty  tides 
That  ebb  and  flow  and  take 
The  little  ships  we  launch  each  day  — 
Hope  riding  in  their  wake. 

I  never  wait  for  ships  to  come  in  — 

They  always  come  back  to  me, 

And  their  cargoes  conform  with  the  ones  I  send  out 

On  their  journeys  on  the  sea. 

They  bring  people  and  places  and  sunshine  and  rain  — 
The  gamut  of  every  emotion  — 
And  a  sureness  that  God  reads  the  log  of  each  ship, 
And  rules  each  wave  in  the  ocean. 

So  when  I  launched  my  final  ship  — 

W ith  me  as  Super  Cargo, 

I  hope  it  steers  a  steady  course 

To  that  Port  of  No  Embargo  — 

Where  the  Harbor  Master  controls  the  tides 

And  knows  why  there  has  to  be 

These  journeys  on  the  Sea  of  Time 

To  His  Eternity. 

B.  JOURDIN 

(A  former  girl  at  the  S.O.S. 
Residential  Club  in  Halifax  in 
the  early  days  of  its  existence) 
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S.O.S.  at  Halifax 


Looking  back  on  my  nine  months  at  the  Sisters  of  Service  I  am  filled  with  warm 
thoughts  and  memorable  moments  shared  with  the  girls  and  the  Sisters.  Beautiful 
friendships  blossomed  and  withered  away  as  the  girls  came  and  went.  Many  late 
hours  of  sharing  and  caring  were  spent  in  rooms  as  we  discussed  our  hopes,  dreams 
and  expectations. 

I  always  had  a  feeling  of  security  and  safety  in  the  house  knowing  that  God's 
presence  engulfed  all  of  us.  The  Sisters  provided  many  opportunities  for  the  girls 
to  participate  in  activities  to  raise  money  for  needy  organizations  and  people. 
As  God's  Word  proclaims: 

"For  I  was  hungry,  and  ye  gave  me  meat: 
I  was  thirsty,  and  ye  gave  me  drink: 
I  was  a  stranger,  and  ye  took  me  in." 

Matthew  26:35 

Sometimes  it  was  difficult  to  have  quiet  moments  of  thought  and  prayer  because 
of  the  daily  routine  of  living  in  a  house  full  of  girls,  but  the  chapel  provided  an 
atmosphere  of  meditation  and  placidness.  The  burning  of  candles,  dimness  of  lights 
and  serenity  of  the  Virgin  Mary's  face  calms  the  soul. 

This  year  at  the  S.O.S.  we  elected  a  committee  of  four  girls  who  voiced  ideas 
and  opinions  on  behalf  of  the  residence  girls.  I  remained  on  this  committee  for  two 
consecutive  terms  and  enjoyed  my  tasks  fully.  I  had  the  opportunity  of  sharing 
thoughts  and  ideas  with  many  of  the  girls  through  long,  friendly  discussions  which 
in  turn  developed  close  companionships. 

I  will  always  remember  my  stay  at  the  S.O.S.  Residence  and  I  will  never  forget 
all  the  wonderful  people  that  I  have  grown  to  know  and  love. 

Thank  you,  S.O.S.! 

Christian  Love, 

Jane  Mason 


FEED  THE  HUNGRY: 
A  car  wash  to  raise 
money  for  third  world 
countries  was  held 
in  Halifax  by  girls  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service 
Residential  Club. 
Pat  Carr,  left,  donated 
his  service  station  for 
the  "feed  the  hungry" 
car  wash  and  Sister 
Lydia  Tyszko,  left, 
supervised  the 
scrubbing  team 
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Sing-song  in  the  Lounge 


Bridal  shower:  Bride-to-be  Theresa  Pettigrew  cuts  her  cake.  Left:  V.  Mossey, 
S.O.S.,  and  Josephine  Bartlett,  who  baked  the  cake,  with  some  of  the  girls 
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S.O.S.  Auxiliary  meeting 


Some  of  the  Advisory  Board  members  just  before  a  regular  meeting 
20 


Sister  Ella  DeLand  working  in  the 
garden  and  shrine 


Linda  Bushell  lending  a  hand 
with  the  outdoor  chores 


W hat  makes  an  autumn  tree  a  glory  to  behold?  It  has  known 
the  biting  frost.  So  do  some  people,  in  the  autumn  years, 
wear  a  beauty  of  character  made  glorious  by  the  rigors  of 
of  life. 

 ANON 


22 


a  lit  of  M®M©1R 


"I  understand  that  your  husband  is  quite  a  linguist." 
"He  certainly  is;  he  talks  three  languages." 
"My,  what  are  they?" 
"Baseball,  football,  and  profanity." 

"So  you  had  dinner  with  your  new  girl  last  night.  What's  she  like?" 
"Everything  on  the  menu!" 

"Allegations  about  literacy  in  the  school  system  has  been  made, 
an'  I  intends  to  find  the  alligator."  Edson  Leader 

"Bill,  your  grammar  is  the  limit.  With  your  'I  done'  this  and  'I  done'  that,  you 

make  me  think  of  what  MacBeth  said  to  Banquo's  ghost." 

"What  was  that?" 

"  Thou  canst  not  say  I  did  it'." 

Having  advised  her  small  daughter  that  at  dancing  school  she  shouldn't  dance 
silently  -  that  talking  to  her  partner  was  part  of  social  grace  -  a  mother  noticed 
at  her  next  visit  to  the  dancing  class  that  every  time  the  music  began  the  same 
boy  raced  towards  her  daughter  and  grabbed  her  for  his  partner. 

Somewhat  pleased,  but  also  somewhat  startled,  the  mother  asked  her 
daughter  on  the  way  home  why  the  same  boy  always  picked  her. 

"Oh,  you  mean  Frankie,"  said  the  girl.  "I'm  telling  him  a  continued  mystery 
story." 

The  Habit  of  Being  Happy 
Keeping  oneself  reasonably  happy  is  a  duty  that  ought  not  to  be  shirked. 
Science  is  telling  us  that  to  get  out  of  the  habit  of  enjoyment  is  to  get  depressed 
in  vitality  and  vigor,  to  weaken  in  efficiency,  and  to  grow  old  before  one's  time. 

There  is  nothing  like  laughter  -  not  empty-headed  laughter,  but  the  intelli- 
gent, wholesome,  kindly  hearted  kind  -  to  keep  people  young  and  fresh  and 
fit  for  business  and  the  obligations  of  living. 

Of  course,  this  is  a  prescription  not  easy  to  live  up  to  always,  but  there  is 
no  reasonable  excuse  for  not  trying  to  do  it. 

Sometimes  it  is  just  about  as  easy  to  be  happy  as  to  be  miserable,  if  one 
makes  up  his  mind  to  it,  and  there  is  no  doubt  at  all  as  to  which  pays  the  best. 

-  Author  unknown 
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G 

o  up  onto  a  high  mountain. 
Zion,  herald  of  glad  tidings; 
Cry  out  at  the  top  of  your  voice, 

Jerusalem,  herald  of  good  news! 
Fear  not  to  cry  out 

and  say  to  the  cities  of  Judah: 
Here  is  your  God! 

Isaiah  40:9 


As  the  nature  of  the  work  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
demands  that  it  be  blessed  by  God,  and  that  it  be 
pursued  with  the  right  purpose,  an  intense  spiritual 
life  is  needed  on  the  part  of  the  members  of  the 
Institute. 

Correspondence  is  invited: 
The  Formation  Directress 
Sisters  of  Service 
1 0  Montcrest  Boulevard 
Toronto,  Ontario  M4K 1 J7 
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THE  OPEN  DOOR 

ihe  Open  Door  suggests  many  likely  themes  for  my  editorial  for  our 
winter  issue.  Like  the  door  it  is  open  -  a  door  to  happiness  -  or  sadness. 

There  is  a  passage  you  may  recall  in  Alice's  Adventures  in  Wonderland: 
"Tut,  tut,  child!"  said  the  Duchess.  "Everything's  got  a  moral,  if  only  you  can 
find  it."  And  to  Alice's  remark  "it's  a  vegetable.  It  doesn't  look  like  one,  but 
it  is,"  the  Duchess  said:  "I  quite  agree  with  you"  and  the  moral  of  that  is  'Be 
what  you  would  seem  to  be'  -  or,  if  you'd  like  to  put  it  more  simply  -  'never 
imagine  yourself  not  to  be  otherwise  than  what  it  might  appear  to  others  than 
what  you  were  or  might  have  been  was  not  otherwise  than  what  you  had  been 
would  have  appeared  to  them  to  be  otherwise.' 

Let  us,  then,  make  it  our  aim  to  work  for  peace  and  to  strengthen  one 
another."  -  Rom.  14:19. 

Let's  use  the  open  door  to  a  happy  and  peaceful  way  of  life,  which  is  wait- 
ing for  us.  But  let  us  shut  the  door  on  all  bias  and  injuries,  mental  and  physical, 
greed  and  violence,  sadness  and  gloom  (the  devil's  pet  walking  stick,  to  quote 
Father  Wm.  Doyle,  s.  J.) 

Make  the  year  1980  the  beginning  of  a  new  decade  -  a  year  of  greater 
awareness  of  God's  love  for  us.  The  Church  too  has  an  open  door,  and  we  are 
always  welcome. 


CHRISTMAS  BLESSINGS  AND  SEASON'S  GREETINGS 
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NOBEL  PEACE  PRIZE  RECIPIENT  FOR  1979 
MOTHER  TERESA  OF  CALCUTTA 

N  AN  INTERVIEW  with  John  Bird  of  the  Catholic  Register  staff,  Mother 
Teresa  said:  "It's  an  acknowledgement  that  works  of  love  are  works 
of  peace"  and  "When  we  all  start  loving  one  another,  there  will  be  peace 
in  the  world." 

The  decision  that  Mother  Teresa  be  awarded  this  Nobel  Peace  Prize 
was  made  by  the  Norwegian  Nobel  Committee  in  Oslo.  In  recognition  of 
many  years  of  work  with  suffering  humanity,  the  poor  and  the  dying. 

There  is  a  uniqueness  about  this  awarding  of  the  Peace  Prize  to  one 
whose  only  commitment  is  to  Christ.  She  does  not  look  for,  nor  expect, 
recognition.  She  finds  Christ  in  the  poorest  of  the  poor  and  suffering. 
Mother  Teresa  has  said  that  she  will  use  the  prize  money  to  build  homes 
for  many  poor  ptople. 

May  this  recognition  of  Mother  Teresa  open  the  minds  and  hearts  of 
men  and  women  in  government,  and  other  areas  of  influence,  to  the 
priority  Peace  should  have  in  our  lives  -  in  our  homes  -  our  areas  of 
work  -  and  definitely  in  sports  and  socializing. 

We  ask  the  continued  blessing  of  God  on  Mother  Teresa  and  her 
Community;  as  well  as  all  others  who  are  working  for  "Peace  on  Earth, 
Good  Will  to  Men."  -Ed. 
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ATale  of 
Two  Women  in  the 
Service  of  God 

Mary-Ellen  Francoeur,  S.O.S. 

Once  upon  a  time  (actually  16  years 
ago),  a  woman  by  the  name  of  Irene 
Patenaude,  who  had  served  the  Lord 
faithfully  as  a  wife  and  mother,  was 
called  to  give  further  of  herself  and  her 
gifts  to  the  service  of  her  local  parish 
of  St.  Ann,  in  east-central  Toronto.  With 
the  Church's  limited  vision  of  the  lay 
apostolate  at  that  time,  and  more  par- 
ticularly, the  role  of  women,  Irene  re- 
sponded to  the  needs  of  the  rectory,  as 
housekeeper,  office  worker,  laundress  of 
vestments  and  altar  linens.  With  her 
great  care  for  fellow-parishioners,  she 
joined  the  Catholic  Women's  League 
and  found  meaning  and  fulfillment  in  her 
sensitivity  to  the  "loners"  and  the  sick. 
By  raising  money,  she  and  her  fellow 
members  of  the  CWL  were  always  ready 
to  meet  the  needs  arising  continually  in 
such  a  growing  community.  Not  always 
seen,  Irene  was  faithfully  and  lovingly 
present. 

With  changing  attitudes  and  needs  in 
the  Church,  Irene  was  asked  to  become 
more  visible  in  her  ministry.  She  began 
reading  the  Word  of  God  at  the  daily 
celebration  of  the  Eucharist,  and  has 
continued  to  this  day.  Most  recently, 
encouraged  by  a  new  and  creative  pas- 
tor, she  has  volunteered  to  give  her  70 
years  of  wisdom  to  planning  community 
liturgies.  At  the  same  time,  her  innate 
gift  of  care  for  others  is  taking  on  new 
expression.  In  recent  years,  immigrant 


families  of  Chinese,  Philippino.  South- 
East  Asian  and  West  Indian  gackground 
have  come  to  the  area  seeking  a  home. 
Irene,  with  her  vibrant  and  warm  pres- 
ence, is  able  to  befriend  these  people 
who  would  otherwise  be  lost  and  alone. 
Faces  come  alive  and  smile,  children 
laugh,  and  a  spirit  of  welcome  permeates 
the  entrance  to  the  church  -  all  because 
of  one  tiny  lady. 

Warm  and  Vivacious 

Now  it  so  happened  that  Irene  Pate- 
naude had  a  daughter,  Rita,  who,  in  her 
own  way,  was  called  by  the  Lord  to 
serve  His  loved  ones  with  the  Sisters  of 
Service.  Rita  would  herself  witness  to 
the  Church's  reaching  out  in  ever-new 
ministries  and  to  the  developing  role  of 
women.  With  a  warmth,  vivaciousness 
and  sensitivity  similar  to  her  mother,  Rita 
began  working  in  Montreal  in  an  S.O.S. 
residence  for  immigrant  girls,  and  like 
her  mother  in  St.  Ann's  Parish,  was  a 
presence  and  source  of  strength  to  per- 
sons in  a  state  of  transition. 

The  Patenaude  household  had  ayways 
been  filled  with  music  thanks  to  Irene's 
influence,  and  Rita  was  now  able  to  bring 
her  love  of  music  to  the  celebration  of 
the  Eucharist  in  the  residence.  With  a 
guitar  accompanying  her  own  singing, 
she  enthusiastically  experimented  with 
this  form  of  worship  and  began  sharing 
her  talents  throughout  the  city. 

Then  one  day  a  new  opportunity  ap- 
peared. University  Chaplaincies  saw  the 
need  for  a  feminine  presence,  and  Rita 
decided  to  meet  this  challenge  in  Ed- 
monton and  then  at  Campion  College  in 
Regina.  (Significantly,  Campion  Col- 
lege, where  Rita  continues  to  serve,  owes 
its  existence  to  the  initiative  of  Father 
George  Daly,  one  of  the  founders  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service.)  Those  she  served 
were  much  the  same  as  before  -  young 
persons  in  transition,  searching  for 
meaning  and  direction  in  their  lives. 
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AS  CHURCH  ARCHITECTURE  TAKES  ON  NEW  EXPRESSION 


St.  Ann's  Parish,  Toronto 


^JjflL_!l_rjl  5r  tlx 
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Campion  College,  Regina 


Through  a  listening  presence,  prayer 
groups,  study  groups,  and  creative  litur- 
gies, Rita  continued  to  share  her  love 
for  the  Lord  and  to  help  others  discover 
Him. 

Involves  Others 

Especially  fulfilling  to  her  was  her  ex- 
panded ability  to  experiment  with  litur- 
gical celebrations.  Now  she  could  in- 
volve others  in  Christian  leadership 
training  surrounding  liturgy.  Inspired  by 
Rita,  a  Liturgical  Life  Council  has 
planned  weekly  celebrations  which  are 
sensitively  and  creatively  in  tune  with 
the  life  of  the  College.  As  a  result,  a  vib- 
rant community  has  evolved.  Many  stu- 
dents have  gone  on  to  bring  their  knowl- 
edge and  enthusiasm  to  their  parishes. 
Rita  herself,  when  called  upon,  shares 
her  knowledge  of  liturgical  music  with 
the  diocese. 

Last  May,  Rita  was  invited  to  take  on 
a  new  position  which  indicates  the 
Church's  growing  openness  to  the  role 


of  women.  She  has  begun  a  three-year 
appointment  as  National  Head  of  Chap- 
laincy Services  to  Universities  and  the 
Newman  Movement,  the  first  woman  to 
hold  this  position.  It  calls  her  to  visit 
campuses  across  Canada,  meet  chap- 
lains and  act  as  mediator  between  cam- 
pus chaplains  and  the  bishops  of  Can- 
ada. Obviously  this  calls  for  a  person 
with  tact,  energy  and  dynamism.  Rita 
meets  this  challenge  well-equipped. 

It  was  a  significant  moment  not  too 
long  ago  when  these  two  women,  who 
have  served  so  faithfully  and  who  con- 
tinue to  listen  to  the  new  directions  the 
Lord  calls  them  to,  came  together  in  the 
home  parish  of  St.  Ann's  to  proclaim 
the  Word  of  God  at  a  Sunday  Eucharist. 
Irene  and  Rita  are  remarkably  alike  in 
build,  looks  and  mannerisms.  But  per- 
haps the  most  meaningful  similarities  lie 
in  their  inner  qualities  of  care,  warmth, 
enthusiasm,  and  generosity  through 
which  they  witness  to  the  Good  News. 
May  they  live  happily  ever  after!  □ 
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.  SO  TOO  DOES  THE  CELEBRATION  OF  GOD  IN  OUR  MIDST 


Sr.  Rita  Patenaude  and  Fr.  Bernie  Carroll 
together  bring  the  Good  News  of  God 
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Neivs  and  Views  from  Grades  1  and  5 

High  Level,  Alberta 

Mary  MacDougall,  S.O.S. 


MY  FAVORITE  DOLL 

Gina  Mason,  Grade  1 
I  have  lots  of  dolls.  My  favorite  doll 
is  Love  and  Kisses.  She  is  soft  and 
has  pretty  blue  eyes.  When  you 
squeeze  her  she  kisses  you.  I  play 
with  her  every  day. 


I  HATE  BEING  SHORT 

(or  The  Boy  With  a  Problem) 

Douglas  Dechant,  Grade  1 
I  hate  being  short.  When  I  go  to 
school  everybody  calls  me  Shorty. 
My  brothers  and  sisters  are  bigger 
than  me.  I  cannot  reach  things  and 
they  can.  I  always  need  help.  I  don't 
like  to  be  short. 


Christine  Peters,  Grade  1 
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MY  NEW  PUPPIES 

Teresa  Drake,  Grade  1 
Eight  puppies 
Full  of  joy 
Four  little  girls 
And  four  little  boys 
They  are  sweet 
And  they  are  kind 
They  are  sometimes 
Hard  to  find. 

The  black  and  white  one 
Is  going  to  stay 
All  the  rest 
Have  to  go  away. 


Sister  Marie  MacDougall,  S.O.S. 
Grade  1  teacher 


THE  ESKIMO  FAMILY 

Ruby  Ann  Moberly,  Grade  5 
Once  there  was  a  man  who  was 
going  to  trade  furs.  He  had  planned 
to  take  his  family,  but  on  the  way 
they  ran  short  of  food.  The  man 
went  to  the  little  creek.  He  asked  the 
creek  to  give  him  a  fish  or  two. 
The  creek  said,  "I  will  give  you  a 
fish."  The  man  went  to  where  his 
family  was  and  they  ate  the  fish. 
When  they  had  finished  the  fish  they 
went  on.  Finally,  they  ran  out  of  food 
again  and  so  the  man  once  more 
went  to  look  for  food,  but  this  time, 
as  he  was  walking  toward  a  lake,  he 
saw  a  seal.  He  crept  up  to  it  but  a 
polar  bear  ran  right  in  front  of  him. 
The  polar  bear  said,  "I  am  going  to 
get  this  seal  because  I  saw  him 
first."  The  man  said,  "So  what!  I'll  get 
it  now!"  The  man  shot  at  it  and 
killed  it,  but  the  polar  bear  was 
greedy  and  wanted  it.  He  growled  at 
the  man  and  killed  him.  He  took  the 
seal  and  went  on  his  way. 

Meanwhile,  the  Eskimo's  family 
was  starving  and  they  finally  died. 
Ever  since  no  one  has  ever  heard  of 
the  Eskimo  family.  Eskimo  hunters 
claim  that  they  often  see  an  Eskimo 
family  eating  fish  beside  a  little  creek. 


WEATHER 

Billy  McMullen 

Weather  is  lots  of  different  things: 

storms  at  sea, 

sunshine  at  shore, 

spring  breezes, 

hot  summer  days, 

little  fluffy  clouds, 

big,  dark,  black  ones  too. 
That's  what  weather  is! 


Dale  LaFleur,  Grade  5 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  THE  CORAL  REEF 

Dale  LaFleur,  Grade  5 
One  day  when  I  was  walking  on  the 
beach,  I  saw  a  ghost  of  a  creature. 
I  did  not  know  what  it  was,  so  I  ran 
as  fast  as  I  could.  After  I  ate  my 
dinner,  I  went  out  to  the  beach. 
Again,  the  ghost  came  back. 

This  time  I  did  not  run  away.  He 
walked  on  water.  I  plunged  into  the 
water  and  followed  him  to  the  coral 
reef  and  then  he  diasppeared.  I  swam 
back  to  shore.  After  supper  I  got 
my  telescope  and  camera,  then  I 
went  out  to  the  beach  again.  I 
looked  through  my  telescope  and  I 
saw  the  ghost.  I  took  a  picture  of 
him  and  then  ran  home.  Once  I  got 
in  the  house  I  turned  on  the  light 
and  I  looked  for  the  picture.  There 
was  nothing  there  but  the  water  and 
the  coral  reef.  I  said,  "What  in  the 
world  happened  to  the  ghost?  He  was 
there  when  I  took  the  picture." 
I  was  puzzled  until  I  suddenly  rea- 
lized that  you  can't  see  ghosts  in  a 
picture. 

The  next  day  when  I  went  out  to 
the  coral  reef,  a  shark  came  after 
me,  but  the  ghost  killed  the  shark 
with  his  bare  hands.  I  thought  he 
was  going  to  kill  me  too,  but  he 
disappeared  into  thin  air  and  never 
came  back  again. 

I  still  don't  know  the  Mystery  of 
the  Coral  Reef. 
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GRADE  5's 


Sister  Eileen  Gallagher  with  pupils 
practising  lor  the  Christmas  concert 


Sister  Eileen  Gallagher  with  Gerald  Fehr, 
Divisional  winner  of  the 
Farm  Safety  Essay  Award 


Grade  5  band  members 

LOUIS  AND  SAMUEL 

Tracy  Wilde,  Grade  5 

Louis  Herbert  was  a  man  who 

wasn't  plain. 
He  came  to  Canada  with  Samuel  de 

Champlain. 
He  came  in  between  the  years  of 

1618  and  1635. 
You  couldn't  have  met  him;  he's  not 

alive. 

Louis  developed  the  cattle  raising. 
You  might  have  seen  a  few  cattle 
grazing. 

Louis  to  Samuel  de  Champlain  was 

a  special  friend. 
I  don't  know  any  more  about  Louis, 

so  this  is  the  end. 


Ready  for  the  ball  game  -  David  Steer 


Grade  5  cartoonist 
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Grade  1:  Liturgy  Celebration  and  Religious  Class  -  Father  R.  Lesmerises,  O.M.I. 


HIS  FIRST  AND  LAST  APPEARANCE 

The  first  appearance  of  the  Son  of  God  made  man  was  in  the  CRIB; 
His  last  appearance,  on  the  CROSS.  The  Crib  means  POVERTY;  the 
Cross,  SUFFERING. 

Poverty  and  suffering  are  the  two  poles  on  which  revolve  the  life 
of  Jesus  Christ  on  earth.  Should  we  be  astonished  that  they  should 
also  mark  the  life  of  His  every  true  follower? 

-  George  Daly,  C.Ss.R. 
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Pastoral  Care  at  Whitby 


Frances  Coffey,  S.O.S. 


A  THEOLOGY  OF  PASTORAL  CARE  and  its 

purpose  needs  to  begin  with  a  state- 
ment of  faith.  The  Church  teaches  us 
that  God  intends  to  meet  us  with  healing 
and  salvation  in  all  the  experiences  of 
our  life.  Every  event,  every  relation- 
ship, every  crisis  is  an  opportunity  to 
accept  God's  grace.  This  means  that  we 
rely  not  on  our  own  merits  but  on  the 
merit  of  another  (God)  who  is  gracious 
to  us.  The  ultimate  goal  of  pastoral  care 
-  salvation  -  is  in  God's  hand.  But  the 
immediate  goal  is  in  ours  by  the  kind  of 
pastoring  or  ministry  we  carry  out  in 
relationship  to  each  other. 

Every  person  at  some  time  or  other 
has  felt  an  injustice  or  experienced  lone- 
liness or  unworthiness.  Where  the  diffi- 
culty becomes  overpowering  is  if  we  do 


not  have  other  things  going  for  us  in 
our  life,  such  as  a  job  or  family.  Many 
persons  in  a  psychiatric  hospital  see  no 
support  system  for  them  in  the  commu- 
nity so  they  look  to  the  institution  for 
their  needs  to  be  met.  Priests  and  minis- 
ters do  much  preventive  work  from  the 
pulpit  or  rectory  but  where  the  person 
has  alienated  himself  or  herself  from 
the  traditional  form  of  worship,  they  are 
left  again,  to  themselves,  and  the  prob- 
lem turns  into  a  crisis. 

As  a  chaplain  my  natural  orientation 
is  to  listen  and  relate  what  persons  are 
experiencing,  to  the  "ultimates"  in  their 
life;  "ultimates"  being  the  source  of 
one's  life  where  meaning  comes  from  or 
direction  or  self  worth. 

Feel  Empty  and  Confused 

During  some  counselling  sessions,  how- 
ever, I  hear  persons  say  that  they  feel 
empty,  confused,  hopeless.  There  are 
various  levels  of  pastoring  depending  on 
what  material  is  presented  in  the  inter- 
view. The  key  point  is  to  know  at  what 
stage  the  person  is  functioning. 

The  first  level  of  pastoring  is  diagno- 
sis. We  work  hand  in  hand  with  the  psy- 
chiatrist, social  worker,  etc.;  it  is  a  mu- 
tual effort  directed  at  discovering  what 
condition  or  state  of  mind  the  person  is 
in.  As  well  as  identifying  a  negative  or 
positive  view  of  life,  a  self  condemning 
versus  a  sense  of  dignity  stance,  it  is 
important  to  hear  the  acceptance  or  de- 
nial of  responsibility.  Although  we  all 


To  be  kind  is  better  than  to  raise  up  the  dead.  -  St.  Chrysostom 
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have  strengths  along  with  weaknesses,  in 
critical  times,  we  get  out  of  touch  with 
our  natural  resources  unless  someone 
is  present  to  affirm  our  worth. 

Another  factor  that  is  important  in 
ministering  to  one  another  is  that  there 
are  both  true  and  false  principles  oper- 
ating in  us  at  any  given  time.  One  of  the 
false  principles  of  the  world  is  that  one 
must  avoid  suffering;  another  is  that  we 
must  always  succeed. 

Here  we  come  to  a  second  level  of 
pastoring,  one  we  may  describe  as 
spiritual  discernment.  We  need  to  focus 
not  only  on  better  self-awareness  but 
also  focus  on  an  awareness  of  ourself  in 
relation  to  God  and  His  principles.  What 
is  His  will  for  us!  what  is  His  intention 
in  our  regard;  in  other  words  where  a 
person  is  at  with  regard  to  their  faith  in 
life. 

The  weakness  in  much  of  our  train- 
ings in  the  past  was  that  it  developed  a 
very  rational  faith  -  a  faith  that  was  very 
much  of  the  head.  Our  faith  must  go 
much  deeper  than  this  and  become  part 
of  our  life  -  it  must  go  to  the  level  of 
what  Scripture  calls  "the  heart."  The 
temptation  in  a  setting  such  as  this  is  to 
look  at  ministry  from  the  point  of  view 


of  activity  rather  than  from  the  point  of 
view  of  a  quality  of  presence.  There  is 
a  special  quality  of  affective  presence 
in  activity  which  is  rooted  in  the  quality 
of  what  is  going  on  in  the  heart. 

Face  Life  With  Peace 

Other  professionals  carry  on  a  real  min- 
istry here  -  doctors,  nurses.  The  patients 
minister  in  a  special  way  to  one  another. 
Anyone  who  extends  Christ's  service  of 
healing  and  forgiveness  to  the  world  is 
performing  a  ministry. 

As  we  share  more  and  more  in  the  love 
and  interdependence  between  Jesus  and 
His  Father,  we  can  meet  others,  face  life 
with  peace. 

People  in  crisis  have  spiritual  needs 
that  influence  healing  and  recovery.  The 
chaplain's  role  is  to  present  the  kind  of 
relationship  which  God  offers  us  in 
Christ,  one  of  acceptance,  forgiveness 
and  reconciliation. 

In  conclusion,  I  see  chaplains  as  pas- 
tors to  a  community  in  crisis.  They  min- 
ister to  and  support  people  of  faith;  they 
are  missionaries  to  a  hurting  and  spiritu- 
ally hungry  world;  they  are  commis- 
sioned to  heal  and  bring  abundant  life.  □ 


FEMINISM 

"Christian  chivalry  placed  woman  on  a  pedestal  for  reverence,  the  restraining 
influence  of  her  moral  principles  in  no  way  impaired  her  freedom  for  the  enjoy- 
ment of  the  new  dignity  with  which  she  was  so  gladly  invested.  Does  the 
descent  from  the  post  of  high  honor,  to  measure  swords  in  the  arena  with  the 
opposite  sex,  to  the  uplifting  of  which  she  is  pledged  by  the  very  superiority  of 
her  innate  refinement,  give  her  assurance  of  greater  liberty,  or  does  it  not  rivet 
with  more  subtle  force  the  degrading  fetters  that  once  bound  her  so  miserably? 
The  indulgence  of  the  material  forces  at  the  expense  of  the  spiritual  forces  has 
ever  been  a  fatal  move  in  human  action;  but  it  is  never  so  disastrous  as  when 
finding  an  asylum  in  woman's  heart." 

-The  Casket  (1930'sJ 
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Boat  People 
in  The  Yukon 


Mary  Haider,  S.O.S. 


My  involvement  with  the  Indo-Chi- 
nese refugees  began  abruptly  on  Sun- 
day afternoon,  June  24th.  It  occurred 
while  attending  the  Irish  Club's  picnic 
at  Marylake,  about  10  miles  out  of  town. 
In  a  conversation  with  Father  Sean 
McAllister,  one  of  the  members  asked 
the  question,  "What  are  we  going  to  do 
about  the  refugee  situation?"  It  wasn't 
long  before  I  was  drawn  into  the  con- 
versation. After  some  discussion,  it  was 
decided  that  Chris  Boland,  who  had 
asked  the  initial  question,  would  contact 
other  individuals  who  might  be  inter- 
ested in  the  question. 

The  following  Saturday.  June  30th. 
about  10  people  came  together,  includ- 
ing myself.  Most  of  the  group  repre- 
sented various  churches  in  the  commu- 
nity. It  was  agreed  that  we  here  in 
Whitehorse  should  attempt  to  respond 
to  the  South  Sea  refugee  issue.  The  next 
step  was  to  develop  a  strategy  to  get  an 
organization  established  and  gain  popu- 
lar support  for  the  program.  It  was  de- 


cided that  I  would  be  the  public  rela- 
tions person.  I  agreed  to  do  this  with 
the  understanding  that  after  the  forma- 
tion of  a  permanent  committee,  I  would 
withdraw  from  any  full-time,  up-front 
involvement  because  of  other  commit- 
ments. This  was  agreed  to  by  the  group. 

The  following  Monday,  I  contacted  all 
the  newspapers,  radio  and  TV  stations. 
This  was  my  first  exposure  to  the  media. 
I  could  have  used  some  lessons  in  public 
relations. 

My  main  message  was  a  concern  ex- 
pressed by  some  Yukon  people  to  do 
something  on  behalf  of  the  Boat  People. 
I  was  also  asking  the  people  if  they  too 
were  interested,  that  they  should  plan  to 
attend  a  public  meeting  scheduled  for 
Thursday,  July  5th  in  the  CYO  Hall 
(basement  of  the  Sacred  Heart  Church) . 

A  Large  Turnout 

In  the  meantime,  we  contacted  Immi- 
gration Canada  as  well  as  Bishop 
O'Connor  to  get  some  information  re- 
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Public  meeting  at  Whitehorse 


garding  the  establishment  of  a  citizens' 
group.  Bishop  O'Connor  gave  us  a  pub- 
lication entitled  Strangers  in  Our  Midst 
put  out  by  the  C.C.C.B.  This  document 
reminded  me  of  the  work  that  our  com- 
munity did  for  European  immigrants  to 
Canada.  Father  Sean  McAllister,  o.m.i.. 
remembers  Sister  Kelly  as  the  first  sister 
that  he  met  when  he  came  to  Canada 
from  Ireland  some  20  years  ago. 

I  chaired  the  community  meeting.  I 
was  delighted  with  the  large  turn-out. 
but  above  all  with  the  enthusiastic  re- 
sponse on  the  part  of  those  present  in 
wanting  to  become  involved.  People 
from  all  sectors  of  the  community  came, 
Indian  people,  business  people,  members 
of  the  Territorial  Government,  civil 
servants,  and  many  others. 

That  evening,  a  committee  calling 
themselves  "Yukon  Lifeline"  was  form- 
ed. This  group  is  the  go-between  the 
community  support  groups  and  the  De- 
partment of  Immigration. 

To  date  two  families  have  come  to 
Whitehorse.  Both  have  housing  and 
have  a  job.  Members  of  the  Sacred  Heart 


Parish  have  formed  a  Support  Group. 
They  are  expecting  their  family  any  day. 
Because  the  family  consists  of  eight 
members,  they  have  had  to  purchase  a 
house.  They  are  busy  gathering  house- 
hold effects.  I  have  decided  not  to  be- 
come an  active  member  of  the  group. 
However,  I  am  supporting  them  in  other 
ways. 

I  am  awed  by  the  way  this  program 
has  caught  on  among  the  people  here  in 
Whitehorse  and  in  the  Yukon.  Other 
communities,  such  as  Faro.  Elsa  and 
Dawson  have  gotten  involved.  I  am 
grateful  to  have  had,  and  continue  to 
have,  a  small  role  in  responding  to  and 
being  in  solidarity  with  the  suffering 
peoples  of  the  world. 

From  the  news  media  on 
Yukon's  response  to  refugees 

The  Northern  Times,  July  3,  1979: 
The  plight  of  Vietnamese  refugees  has 
moved  a  group  of  Whitehorse  residents 
to  arrange  a  meeting  to  discuss  the  pos- 
sibility of  sponsoring  some  displaced 
families  headed  for  Canada. 


Charity,  like  honesty,  is  a  splendid  insurance  policy 
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A  Whitchorsc  citizens'  group,  the  Yu- 
kon Ad-Hoc  Committee  for  the  Boat 
People,  arranged  the  meeting  Saturday 
as  news  from  Malaysia  continued  to  tell 
of  the  plight  of  Vietnamese  refugees  be- 
ing turned  away  from  the  island. 

The  chairman  for  the  Thursday  meet- 
ing. Sister  Mary  Haider,  said  Monday 
that  the  meeting  is  expected  to  produce 
a  working  arrangement  for  the  support 
of  Vietnamese  families  who  will  relo- 
cate in  Whitehorse  or  in  a  southern  city 
with  help  from  Whitehorse  residents. 

The  local  effort  comes  after  Ottawa's 
mayor  challenged  other  Canadian  muni- 
cipalities to  a  competition  to  resettle 
the  Boat  People. 

"The  thing  I  want  to  emphasize  is  that 
this  meeting  on  Thursday  is  purely  an 
exploratory  meeting,"  said  Sister  Haider. 
She  explained  that  the  idea  of  helping 
the  refugees  arose  appropriately  at  a 
meeting  of  Irishmen,  many  of  them  im- 


migrants themselves,  at  an  Irish  Club 
picnic  a  week  ago  Sunday. 


The  Whitehorse  Star,  Friday,  July  6: 
Seventy  Yukoners  have  pledged  over 
$8,000  to  help  rescue  Vietnamese  refu- 
gees from  the  overcrowded  camps  and 
leaky  boats  they  now  inhabit  in  South- 
east Asia. 

The  founding  meeting  of  Yukon  Life- 
line, a  committee  to  organize  the  spon- 
soring of  the  settlement  of  refugees  in 
the  Yukon,  was  an  overwhelming  suc- 
cess. 

More  than  80  people  turned  out  at 
the  CYO  Hall,  and  by  the  time  the  meet- 
ing broke  up,  the  newly  formed  com- 
mittee had  $735  in  cash  and  cheques  - 
including  single  donations  of  $200  and 
$500  -  and  pledges  for  over  $8,000  to 
be  paid  in  installments  over  the  next 
year.  □ 


Arrival  of  first  Vietnamese  refugee  family  at  Whitehorse,  July  1979 
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North  West  River 

Retreat  in  Caribou  Country 

Joan  Coffey,  S.O.S. 


Everyone  at  one  time  or  another  has 
heard  or  read  an  announcement:  "There 
will  be  a  Parish  Retreat  held  on  the  week 
end  of    Anyone  interested  in- 
terested should  contact  "  How- 
ever, I  wonder  what  the  reaction  of  many 
parish  priests  would  be  if  the  whole  par- 
ish signed.  That  is  exactly  what  happen- 
ed in  North  West  River,  Labrador. 

A  retreat  week  end  was  planned  for 
September  7th.  Five  hundred  people,  al- 
most the  entire  population  of  our  Indian 
community,  signed  up.  The  setting  was 
a  beautiful  campsite,  70  miles  from 
North  West  River. 

Once  the  number  was  established,  a 
group  of  men  began  to  plan.  Families 
took  their  own  tents,  while  some  extra 
tents  were  borrowed.  The  men  went  to 
the  site  on  Wednesday  and  began  to  set 
up  the  tents.  Some  of  the  families  moved 
on  Thursday.  Then  on  Friday,  using 
buses,  trucks  and  cars,  the  remaining 
people  arrived.  What  a  picture  to  see  - 
a  tent  city  and  on  a  small  rise  to  the 
north  overlooking  the  camp,  was  set  up 
a  "church"  -  a  prayer  tent  for  the  re- 
servation of  the  Blessed  Sacrament.  In 


front  of  the  tent,  a  rustic  altar;  to  the 
side  a  beautiful  shrine  of  Our  Lady. 
Thus  the  scene  was  set. 

Bishop  Peter  Sutton  arrived  in  the 
evening  to  be  with  us  for  the  week  end. 
The  evening  began  with  a  candlelight 
Rosary  and  ended  around  a  campfire. 
Saturday  morning  dawned  gloriously 
and  the  singing  filled  the  air  as  the  com- 
munity moved  around  the  Stations  of 
the  Cross  which  had  been  erected  around 
the  camp.  In  the  afternoon  the  commu- 
nity celebrated  a  wedding  followed  by 
the  traditional  caribou  feast  and  a  drum 
dance. 

Sunday  morning,  and  the  weather  was 
still  co-operating.  Mass.  scheduled  at 
10:30,  was  the  occasion  of  three  bap- 
tisms. During  the  day,  time  was  made  for 
community  meetings.  It  was  with  a 
peaceful  but  wistful  feeling  that  people 
began  to  board  buses  for  the  trip  home. 

For  people  travelling  the  'Churchill 
Falls  Road,'  there  is  a  sight  full  of  beau- 
tiful memories  but  that  is  all  that  is  left. 
Not  a  trace  of  human  occupancy.  All  is 
ready  for  another  such  week  end  in  May 
or  next  September.  □ 


He  who  loves  God,  loves  all  that  He  loves  -  St.  Catherine  of  Genoa 
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Father  Paradis 
saying  Mass 
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Preparing  for  the  | 
wedding  feast  - 
traditional  caribou 
feast 


Traditional 
drum  dance 


Three  children 
were  baptized 
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Beautiful 
Things 
From  God 

Evelyn  Tunney,  S.O.S. 


Old  town  clock,  Halifax 


I  wonder  how  we  can  ever  be  truly 
grateful  to  God  for  all  He  has  given  us. 
No  matter  what  country,  province,  city 
or  area,  there  is  always  something 
unique  -  something  interesting  and  beau- 
tiful from  God.  And  here  we  must  in- 
clude people  because  God  made  it  all 
for  us. 

No  tree,  stone,  flower,  snowflake  is 
exactly  the  same  as  another.  There  is 
no  monotony  in  the  scenery,  the  color- 
ing, rivers,  waterfalls,  trees  and  shrub- 
bery -  and  especially  the  people. 

This  fall  I  experienced  a  new  perspec- 
tive of  God's  wonderful  magnitude  while 
on  a  bus  trip  through  Ontario,  Quebec, 
New  Brunswick,  Nova  Scotia  and  New- 
foundland. And  I  liked  what  I  saw;  and 
wondered  "Why,  all  this?"  -  and  won- 
der how  I  can  repay  Him  for  this. 

Visiting  with  the  Sisters  of  Service  in 
Montreal,  Halifax  and  Clarenville,  I  ex- 
perienced a  kindly  and  generous  hospi- 
tality and  I  thank  them  sincerely. 

This  was  my  first  visit  to  the  Mari- 
times  and  I  will  give  you  a  few  high- 
lights of  my  visits  in  Nova  Scotia  and 
Newfoundland. 

Halifax 

Halifax,  the  capital  of  Nova  Scotia,  is 
a  very  historical  city,  being  founded  by 
Lord  Cornwallis  in  1749,  and  incorpor- 
ated as  a  city  in  1841.  It  has  the  largest 
and  deepest  harbor  on  the  eastern  sea- 
board, and  has  the  first  and  largest  con- 
tainer port  in  Canada. 

Reminders  of  Halifax's  historical  past 
are  seen  in  today's  capital  of  Nova  Sco- 
tia. Little  streets  where  Cornwallis, 
Wolfe  and  Captain  Cook  walked  lend  a 
reality  to  our  Canadian  history  which  I 
didn't  get  in  the  classroom. 


We  live  by  deeds,  not  years 
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Dartmouth  ferry  crossing  Halifax  harbor 


Light  house  -  Peggy's  Cove 
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There  are  reminders,  too,  of  the 
Titanic  disaster  of  1912  in  the  Fairview 
Cemetery  with  its  tragic  rows  of  125 
graves;  and  the  explosion  of  1917  when 
1 ,600  persons  were  killed.  This  explosion 
was  the  biggest  man-made  explosion 
prior  to  the  Hiroshima  holocaust  in 
1945.  (Will  man  ever  learn?) 

More  than  7,000  ships  damaged  in 
the  World  War  II  Battle  of  the  Atlantic 
were  repaired  in  the  Halifax  shipyards. 

The  Old-town  Clock 

Because  of  Prince  Edward's  fixation 
about  punctuality,  after  leaving  Canada 
in  1800,  he  ordered  a  garrison  clock 
made  in  London.  It  is  an  unusual  clock 
with  different  peals  for  the  quarter- 
hour,  half-hour  and  hour.  It  arrived  in 
Halifax  in  1903.  There  is  a  story  of 
Prince  Edward's  romance  with  Mme. 
Julie  de  St.  Laurent,  a  commoner  he 
could  not  wed.  He  returned  to  England 
and  was  married  18  years  later.  He  was 
the  father  of  Queen  Victoria. 

Mrs.  Anne  Scully,  a  good  friend  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  very  kindly  drove 
me  around  the  city  to  see  so  many  his- 
torical places,  as  well  as  to  Grand  Pre 


Peggy's  Cove 


House,  Windsor,  N.S.  Left  to  right:  Doreen 
Undo,  Leona  Samuel  (Montserrat,  B.W.I.), 
from  the  S.O.S.  Residence  in  Halifax, 
and  our  driver,  Mrs.  Anne  Scully 


(Evangeline  Country)  and  Peggy's 
Cove  -  the  artists'  Shan-gri-la. 

There  were  other  sights  worth  men- 
tioning but  I  must  move  on  or  we  won't 
get  to  Newfoundland. 

The  ride  via  Acadian  Bus  to  Sydney 
was  beautiful  -  in  fall  colors.  Part  of  the 
way  was  along  the  Cabot  Trail  -  Top  of 
Kelly's  Mountain,  Bras  d'Or,  Little  Bras 
d'Or,  and  on  to  North  Sydney  to  the 
ferry,  crossing  to  Port-aux-Basques. 
Then  by  Canadian  National  Road- 
Cruiser  to  Clarenville,  along  the  Long 
Branch  Mountains  to  Corner  Brook,  to 
Grand  Falls,  Gander  and  Clarenville. 

Clarenville 

Over  50  years  ago  the  Sisters  of  Service 
pioneered  catechetical  instruction  by 
mail  in  Western  Canada.  The  apostolate 
has  grown  and  expanded  to  become  the 
national  program  for  the  Canadian 
Church.  Due  to  demographic  and  geo- 
graphic circumstances,  hundreds  of 
Catholic  school  pupils  in  the  Diocese  of 
Grand  Falls  do  not  have  the  benefit  of 
religious  instruction  through  the  med- 
ium of  the  school.  To  provide  this  service 
to  them  and  as  a  help  to  parents  in  ful- 
filling their  responsibility  in  the  religious 
upbringing  of  their  children,  catecheti- 
cal instruction  by  correspondence  was 
introduced  into  the  Diocese  of  Grand 
Falls. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  are  engaged  in 
this  apostolic  work  in  the  eastern  part  of 
the  diocese,  which  extends  from  the 
Gambo  Parish  east  to  Carbonear  Parish 
and  includes  the  Bonavista  Peninsula. 
Their  office,  known  as  the  Living  Work 
Centre,  was  opened  on  Vardy's  Lane 
in  Clarenville  in  1965.  Sisters  Mag- 
dalen Barton  and  Agnes  Hearn  famili- 
arized themselves  in  this  area  with  very 
satisfying  results.  Thirty-three  Catholic 
students  from  Clarenville  and  Shoal  Har- 


bour were  presented  with  certificates  for 
successfully  completing  their  correspon- 
dence courses  in  religion  last  year. 

The  sisters  lived  in  a  trailer  and 
worked  at  the  Living  Word  Centre, 
which  was  some  distance  away.  The  sis- 
ters have  just  moved  into  the  same  build- 
ing as  their  offices,  now  known  as  "Trin- 
ity Place,"  which  will  be  more  conveni- 


Storeroom  -  lessons  shelved  and 


ready  for  use 
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Sister  Barton  at  her  desk 


ent.  The  present  staff:  Sisters  Adua 
Zampese,  Magdalen  Barton  and  Viola 

Mossey. 

Enjoyable  Visits 

The  sisters  were  very  kind  and  anxious 
that  I  see  Newfoundland.  Sister  Barton 
invited  me  to  accompany  her  on  visits 
in  her  area,  and  Sister  Zampese  to  her 
territory.  I  enjoyed  visiting  and  seeing 
this  countryside  at  such  places  as  Port 
Blandford,  Terra  Nova  Park,  Happy 
Adventure,  Glovertown,  Traytown, 
Cull's  Harbour  and  Canning's  Cove.  An- 
other day  included  Cape  Bonavista, 
Traytown  Harbour,  Port  Union,  Cata- 
lina.  Little  Catalina,  Elliston,  Spiller's 


1.  Janet  Maher,  Nathlee  Corners,  Mary 
Anne  Mackey,  Brian  Ricketts,  Betty  White. 

2.  Loretta  Mackey,  Mary  White,  Colleen 
White,  Gordon  Mackey,  Geraldine  Maher, 
Melinda  Hynes.  3.  Bridget  Ricketts,  Carol 
Ricketts,  Pam  Walsh. 


Deanne  Walsh 


Correspondence  lesson  in  the  home  of 
the  Brown  family,  Dover,  Bonavista  Bay 
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Cove,  Hare  Bay,  Trinity,  Goose  Cove 
and  Bonavista.  At  Cape  Bonavista  we 
met  the  Pastor,  Father  Patrick  Power, 
c.ss.R.,  and  enjoyed  the  visit  with  him. 
Then  it  was  Traytown,  Newman  Sound, 
Port  Blandford,  Cull's  Harbour  and 
Gambo  (Joey  Smallwood's  hometown). 

On  the  Sunday,  Sister  Zampese  had 
the  Liturgy  of  the  Word  for  the  pari- 
shioners at  Little  Heart's  Ease.  Due  to 
the  scarcity  of  priests,  mass  is  said  at 
this  wee  church  about  once  a  month.  We 
also  visited  a  family  in  this  village.  It 
was  rainy,  definitely  not  a  day  for  sight- 
seeing, but  I  noticed  the  names  of  Deep 
Bight,  North  West  Brook,  Goobies, 
Hodge's  Cove  and  Caplin  Cove  as  we 
drove  by  in  the  rain. 

Enroute  to  St.  John's  for  my  depar- 
ture flight,  Sister  Zampese  and  I  left 
quite  early  so  it  turned  out  to  be  a  day 
of  sight-seeing.  Early  in  the  day  we 
drove  up  to  see  that  famous  place  - 
Come  by  Chance  -  then  travelling 
south,  with  Placentia  Bay  on  our  right 
and  Trinity  Bay  on  our  left  (or  should  I 
say  west  and  east  respectively?)  It  was 
raining  again.  We  sort  of  planned  that  we 
would  go  to  visit  Father  Duffy's  Well, 
so  said  a  wee  prayer  for  finer  weather. 
Presto!  A  rainbow  and  sunshine.  Then 
it  seemed  he  went  back  on  this  and  a 
few  more  showers  -  but  we  said,  "Father 
Duffy,  do  your  stuff."  Guess  -  again 
another  rainbow  and  again  sunshine. 


This  happened  a  third  time  but  I  guess 
the  powers  that  be  decided  that  we  were 
in  earnest  and  we  had  good  weather  the 
rest  of  the  day. 

A  Super  Guide 

Sister  Zampese  was  a  super  guide.  We 
arrived  at  Signal  Hill  just  as  the  sentry 
fired  the  12  o'clock  gun.  We  ascended 
the  tower  and  had  a  good  view  of  the 
harbor  and  city  of  St.  John's,  the  capital 
of  the  youngest  province  of  Canada. 

Permanent  settlement  dates  almost 
from  the  time  John  Cabot  landed  here 
in  1497  and  claimed  the  island  for  Eng- 
land. A  few  of  the  many  interesting 
things  we  visited  in  St.  John's  were  Sig- 
nal Hill,  Quidi  Vidi  Battery,  Cabot 
Tower,  Marine  Drive,  Flat  Rock  Shrine, 
Petty  Harbour,  Bowring  Park,  and  the 
Basilica  of  St.  John  the  Baptist.  At  the 
time  of  its  completion  it  was  the  largest 
ecclesiastical  building  in  North  America 
and  the  inspiration  for  St.  Patrick's  Ca- 
thedral in  New  York.  We  also  had  a  few 
minutes  to  visit  the  grave  of  our  Sister 
Frances  Church,  one  of  our  first  sisters 
missioned  in  Newfoundland  and  who 
died  in  St.  John's  on  December  21 ,  1955. 

To  all  who  have  contributed  to  my 
needs  and  pleasures,  I  use  the  response 
to  the  toast  of  a  Newfoundlander  as  he 
raises  a  glass  of  Screech,  saying  "I  look 
towards  ye!"  and  my  response  is  "And  I 
bows  accordin'  "  □ 


Clarissa  and  Betty 
Brown,  Dover 
(Bonavista  Bay)  with 
Sister  Barton. 
Background:  Squid 
drying  on  the 
clothesline 
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SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

"Our  activity  must  be  missionary  in  the  greatest  possible  degree  and  carried  on 
in  the  light  of  an  apostolic  vision.  We  must  consider  the  vocation  of  our  institute  - 
not  influenced  by  the  spectatular,  but  penetrating  deeply  into  basic  action."   

Catherine  Donnelly,  S.O.S. 

(50th  Anniversary  of  Institute,  1972) 


A  provincial  representation  of  sisters,  one  from  each  of  the  ten  provinces:  (left  to 
right)  Sisters  Carmelita  Camozzi,  B.C.;  Marilyn  MacDonald,  Alberta;  Rosemarie 
Jansen,  Saskatchewan;  Margaret  Murphy,  Manitoba;  Joan  Coffey,  Ontario;  Mary- 
Ellen  Francoeur,  Quebec;  Hilda  Lunney,  New  Brunswick;  Domitilla  Morrison,  Nova 
Scotia;  Margaret  Ready,  Prince  Edward  Island;  Patricia  Burke,  Newfoundland. 


Let  us  hope  and  pray  that  the  good  Lord  "who  is  able  of  stones  to  raise  up 
children  to  Abraham"  (Matt.  3:9)  will  send  us  numerous  vocations.  Then  we  will 
be  able  to  answer  the  many  calls  to  service  to  those  in  need. 


A  PRAYER  OF  THE  SICK 
FOR  VOCATIONS 


Lord,  you  know  my  condition  . . . 

You  know  my  sickness  and  pain. 
You  know  too,  Lord,  the  hurt  and  pain 

of  all  the  world. 

Your  healing  Presence  is  shown 
in  a  special  way 
through  the  lives  of  priests. 

But  we  need  many,  many  more. 

We  need  priests  to  visit  the  sick, 
to  cherish  the  elderly, 
to  comfort  the  dying 
to  be  with  the  poor  and  suffering, 
to  be  compassionate  and  sincere, 
loving  and  holy. 

Call  men,  this  day,  O  Lord, 
to  live  their  lives  as  priests. 

Share  with  them  Your  concern  for  us. 
Share  with  them,  Your  healing  Love, 
that  they  might  know  it 

in  their  lives 
and  share  it 

with  all  the  people  they  touch. 

Call  men,  this  day,  O  Lord. 

Amen 


p.s. . . . 

HAVE  YOU  RENEWED  YOUR  SUBSCRIPTION  FOR  1980? 


